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ORIGINAL PREFACE IN THE 

YEAR 1821. 

r 

I hi-rf present you, courteous reader, with the rdcoid 
of,a remarkable period of my life, and according to my 
applit ation of it, I trust that it will prove, not 'merely an 
interesting record, but, in a considerable degree, mstruc- 
' ti\ e In that hope it is that 1 have drawn it up , and '*hat 
must be mv apology for breaking through those restraints 
of delicate reserve, which, for the most part, intercept the 
public exposure of our own errors and infirmities 

Guilt and misery shrink, by a natural instinct, from 
public notice they court privacy and solitude, and, 
even in the choice of a grave, will sometimes voluntarily 
sequester themselves from the general population of the 
churchyard, as if declining to claim fellowship with the 
great fair, ly of man, thus, in a symbolic language 
universally understood, seeking (in the affecting language 
of Wolds worth) 

Humbly to express 
A penitential loneliness 

It is well, upon the whole, and for the tnterest of us 
all, that it should be so, nor would I willingly, m my 
own person, manifest a disregard of such salutary 
feelings but, on the one hand, as my self-accusation 
does not amount to a confession of guilt, so, on the 
other, n is possible that, if it did, the benefit resulting 
to others, from the record of an experience purchased 

A at so heavy a price of suffering and of self-conquest, 
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Height compensate, by a vast overbalance, any violence 
done to the feelings I have noticed, and justify a breach 
of the general rule Infirmity and misery»do not, of 
necessity, imply guilt They approach, or recede from, 
the shades of that dark allianrce^ in proportionate the 
provable motives and prospects of the offender, and to 
the palliations, known or secret, of the offqpce, *in 
proportion as the temptations to it were potent from 
the first, and as the resistance to it, in act or in effort, 
wa? earnest to the last hor my own part, without 
breach* of truth or modesty, I may affirm that my life 
has been, on the whole, the hie of a philosopher from 
my birth, I was made an intellectual creature, and 
intellectual in the highest sense my pursuits and 
pleasures have been, even from my schoolboy days 
If opium eating be a sensual pleasure, and if I am 
bound to confess that I have indulged in it to an 
excess not jet recorded of any other man, it is no less 
true that I have struggled against this fascination with 
a fervent zeal, and have at length accomplished what 
I never yet heard attributed to any other man, have 
untwisted, almost to its final links, the chain which 
fettered me Such a self-conquest may reasonably be 
set off in counterbalance to* any kind or degree *of 
self-jnciulgence Not to insist that, in my case, the ^elf- 
conquest was unquestionable, but the iWi-indulgeuce 
open to doubts of casuistry, according as "that name 
shall be extended to acts aiming at the bare relief of 
pain, or shall be restricted to such as aim at the 
^excitement of superfluous pleasure^ 

Guilt, therefore, I do not acknowledge, and, if I did, 
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it is possible that I might still resolve on the presept 
act of confession, in consideration of the service which 
I may thereby render to the whole class of opium-eaters 
But who are they? Reader, I am bound to say, a 
very numerous class ^ndeed Of this I became con¬ 
vinced, some years ago, by computing, at that time, 
thu number of those in one small class of English 
society (the class of men distinguished for talent and 
notoriety) who were known to me, directly or in¬ 
directly, as opium-eaters, such, for instance, as ^he 
eloquent and benevolent William Wilberforce, Jfce late 
Dean of Carlisle, Dr Isaac Milner, * the first Lord 

• u Isaac Milner" —He was nominally known to the public 
as Dean of Carlisle, being colloquially alw ivs called Dean 
Milner , but virtually he was t>LSt known in his own circle 
as the head of Queen s College, Cambridge, where he usually 
resided In common with his brother, Joseph of Hull, he was 
substantially a Weslevan Methodist , and in that character, as 
regarded principles and the general direction of his sympathies, 
he pursued* his deceased brother s History ot the Christian 
Church down to the era of Luther In these days, he would 
perhaps? not be staled a Methodist, but simply a Low-Church¬ 
man B} whatever title desenbed, it is meantime remarkable 
that a man confessedly so conscientious as Dean Milner could 
have reconciled to his moral views the holding of Church 
preferment so important as •this deanery in combination with 
the headship of an important college One or other must have 
been consciou«Jy neglected Such a record, meantime, power¬ 
fully illustrates the advances made by tlie^hiircli during the last 
geneiation lif practical tiomage to sclt-dcnying religious scruples. 
A very lax man would not in these days allow himself to do 
that winch thirty years ago a severe Cliurch-Methodist (re¬ 
garded by many even as a fanatic) persisted in doing, w lthout 
feeling himself called vp for apology If I have not imsappre j 
hended its tenor, this case serves most vividly to illustrate the 
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E^skine, Mr -,* the philosopher, a late under¬ 

secretary of State (viz, Mr Addington, brother to the 


higher standard of moral responsibility which prrvails in this 
current generation We do injustice daily to our own age; 
which, by many a sign, palpable and secret, I feel to be more 
emphatically than anj since the penoc. of Queen Elizabeth and 
Charles I , an intellectual, a moving, and a self-conflicting age 
and meviLably, where the intellect has been pretematura'ly 
awakened, the moral sensibility must soon be commensuralcly 
stirred The very distinctions, psychologic or metaphysical, by 
whiph, as its hinges and articulations, our modern thinking 
moves, proclaim the subtler character of the questions which 
now oc ]py our thoughts Not as pedantic only, but as 
suspiciously unintelligible such distinctions would, one hufldi ed 
and thirty years ago, have been viewed as indictable f and 
perhaps (in company with Mandevilie’s Political Economy) 
would have been seriously presented as a nuisance to the 
Middlesex Quarter-Sessions Recurring, however, to Dean 
Milner, and the recollections of his distinguished talents 
amongst the contemporary circles of the first generation in 
this nineteenth century, I wish to mention that these talents 
are most feebly measured by any of his occasional writings, all 
drawn from him apparently by mere pressure of casual con¬ 
venience In conversation it was that be asserted adequately 
hi* pre-eminent place Wordsworth, who met him often at the 
late Lord Lonsdale’s table, spok£ of him uniformly as the chief 
potentate colloquially of his own generation, and as the man 
beyond all others (Burke being departed) who did not live upon 
his recollections, but met the demands of every question that 
engaged his sympathy by spontaneous and elastic movements 
of novel and original thought As an opium-eater, Dean Milner 
was understood to b«^a strenuous wrestler wilfr the physical 
necessity that coerced him into this diabit Ffom several 
quarters I have heard that hts daily rattan was 34 grains (or 
about 850 drops ol laudanum), divided into four portions, and 
administered to him at regular intervals of six hours by a 


^confidential valet. 

* Who is Mr Dash, the philosopher? 


v 


Really I have forgot. 
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first Lord Sidmouth, who described to me the sensatipn 
which first drove him to the use of opium in the very 
same words as the Dean of Carlisle—viz , 49 that he 
felt as though rats were gnawing at the coats of his 
stomach w ) , Samuel "£ayk)r Coleridge, and many others, 
hardly less celebrated Now, if one class comparatively 
so limited, could furnish so many scores of cases (and 
those within the instant reach of one su9den and 
brief inquiry), it was a natural inference that the entire 
population of England would furnish a number tffat, 
on first starting in such an inquiry, wouj^ have 
seemed incredible The soundness of this inference, 
however, I doubted, until some facts became known 
to me, which satisfied me that it was not incorrect 
I will mention two First, three respectable London 

Not through any fault of my own, but on the motion of some 
absurd coward having a voice potential at the press, all the 
names were struck out behind my back in the first edition of the 
book, thirty-five years ago I was not consulted , and did not 
discover the absurd blanks until months afterwards, when I was 
taunted* with them very reasonably by a caustic reviewer 
Nothing could have a more lfldicrous effect than this appeal 
to shadows — to my Lord Dash, to Dean Dash, and to Mr 
Secretary Dash Very naturally it thus happened to Mr. 
Phfcosoplier Dash that his burning light, alas 1 was extinguished 
irrecoverably in the general m§Ue Meantime, there was no 
excuse whatever for thi9 absurd interference such as might 
have beeyi alleged in any personality capable of causing pain to 
any one person concentfed All the cases, except, perhaps, that 
of Wilberforce (about which 1 have at this moment some slight 
lingering doubts), were matters of notoriety to large circles of 
friends. It 19 due to Mr John Taylor, the accomplished 
publisher of the work, jhat I should acquit him of any share, in 
this absurdity 
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druggists, in widely remote quarters of London, from 

whom I happened to be purchasing small quantities ot 

opium, assured me that the number of amateur opium- 

eaters (as I may term them) was at this time immense, 

and that the difficulty of distinguishing these persons, 

to whom habit had rendered opium necessaiy, from 

such as >\ere purchasing it with a view to' suicide, 

occasioned them daily trouble and disputes Mhis 

evidence respected London only But, secondly (which 

will ppssibly surprise the reader more), some years 
% 

ago, on passing through Manchester, I was informed 
by several cotton manufacturers, that their work-people 
were rapidly getting into the practice of opium-eating » 
so much so, that on a Saturday afternoon the counters 
of the druggists were strewed with pills of one, two or 
three grains, in preparation for the known demand of 
the evening The immediate occasion of tips practice 
was the lowness of wages, which at that time would 
not allow them to indulge m ale or spirits, and^wages 
rising, it may be thought* that this practice would 
cease but, as I do not readily believe that any man, 
haying once tasted the divm® luxuries of j^pium, #ill 
afterwa rds d escend to th e gross a n d mortal enjoyments 

of alcohol. I take for granted * 

« * 

That those eat now who uc ver ate before , 

And those u ho always ate, now eat the more. 

Indeed, the fascinating powers of opium are admitted 
**e>en by those medical writers who are its greatest 
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enemies thus, for instance, Awsiter, apothecary to 
Greenwich Hospital, in his Essay on the effects oj 
Opium (published in the year 1763), when attempting 
to explain why Mead had not been sufficiently explicit 
on thte properties, Counter-agents, etc f of this drug, 
expresses himself in the following mysterious terms 
(perfectly intelligible, however, to those who*>are in the 
secret) — 41 Perhaps he thought the subject of too 
delicate a nature to be made common, and, as many 
people might then indiscriminately use it, would 

take from that necessary fear and caution which should 
prevent their experiencing the extensive power of this 
drug, for there are many properties tn it, tf universally 
known, that would habituate the use , and ?nake it more 
pi request with us than the Turks themselves, the result 
of which knowledge,” he adds, f4 must prove a general 
misfortune " In the necessity of this conclusion I do 
not at all concur, but upon that point I shall have 
occaslbn to speak more freely in the body of the 
work itself And at this point I shall say no more 
than that opium, as the one sole catholic anodyne 
which hitherto has bcefi revealed to man, secondly, 
as the one sole anodyne .which in a vast maiontv of 
cases is ir r esistible . thirdly, as b'y man) degrees the 
most potent of all known counter-agents to nervous 
irritation, and to the formidable curse of tadiujn vita , 
fourthly, as by possibility, under an argument undeni¬ 
ably plausible, alleged by myself, the sole known agen* 
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—not for curing when formed, but for intercepting 
whilst likely to be formed—the great English scourge 
of pulmonary consumption—I say that opium, as wear¬ 
ing these, or any of these, for beneficent character¬ 
istic 0 —I say that any agent whatever making good 
such pretensions, no matter what its name, is entitled 
haughtily to refuse the ordinary classification and 
treatment which opium receives m books I say that 
opi^m, or any agent of equal power, is entitled to 
assume that it was rev eale d to man for som e higher 
object than that it should furnish a target tor moral 
denunciations, ignorant where they are not hypocritical, 
childish where not dishonest, that it should be set 
up as a t heatrical scarecrow for superstitious te rrors , of 
which the result is oftentimes to defraud human suffering 
of its readiest alleviation, and of which the pu?pose is 
11 Ut puens placeant et declamatio fiant ” * 

In one sense, and remotely, all medicines and modes 
of medical treatment offer themselves as anodynes— 
that is, so far as they promise ultimately to relieve 
the suffering connected with physical maladies or in¬ 
firmities But we do not, in the special and ordinary 
sense, designate as “ anodynes ” those remedies which 
obtain the relief from pain only as a secondary and 
distant effect following out from the cure of the ailment, 
but those only we call anodynes which obtain this 

" That they may win the applause of schoolboys, and furnish 
matter for a pnxe essay 
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< relief and pursue it as the primary and immediate object 
( If, by giving tonics to a child suffering periodic pains 
in the stomach, we were ultimately to banish those 
pains, this would not warrant us in calling such tonics 
by the* name of andfiynes for the neutralisation of 
i the pains would be a circuitous process of nature, and 
might probably require weeks for its evolution But 
a true anodyne (as, for instance, half a dozen drops 
of laudanum, or a dessert-spoonful of some wahn 
carminative mixed with brandy) will often bapish the 
! misery suffered by a child in five or six minutes 
Amongst the most potent of anodynes, we may rank 
hemlock, henbane, chloroform, and opium But un¬ 
questionably the three first have a most narrow field 
of action, by comparison with opium This, beyond 
all other agents made known to man, is the mightiest 
for its command, and for the extent of its command, 
over pain , and so much mightier than any other, that 
I should think, in a Pagan land, supposing it to have 
been adequately made known * through experimental 
acquaintance with its revolutionary magic, opium would 
have had altars and priests consecrated to its benign 

• M Adequate^ made known —Precisely this, however, 3 was 
impossiUe No feature of ancient. P.igarJlife has more entirely 
escaped notice than th^extn me rarity, costliness, and circuitous 
accessibility of the more powerful drugs, especially of mineral 
drugs , and of drugs requiring elaborate preparation, or re¬ 
quiring much manufactui ing skill. When the process of obtain¬ 
ing any manufactured? drug was slow and intricate, it could “ 
most rarely be called for And rarely called for, why should it 
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and tutelary powers But this is not my own object 
m the present little work Very many people have 
thoroughly misconstrued this object, and therefore I 
beg to say here, in closing my Original Preface, a 
little' remodelled, that what I contemplated in these 
Confessions was to emblazon the power of opium— 
not over bodily dis ease an d pain, but _over the grander 
and more shallowy world of dre ams 

be produced ? By looking into the history and times of Herod 
the Gretf as reported by Josephus, the reader will gain some 
notion of the mystery and the suspicion surrounding all attempts 
at importing such drugs as could be applied to murderous 
purposes, consequently of the delay, the difficulty, and the peril 
in forming any familiar acquaintance with opium 



PREFATORY NOTICE. 


When it had been settled that, in the general senes ol 
these republications, the Confessions of an English Opium- 
Eater should occupy the Fifth Volume, I resolved to 
avail myself most carefully of the opening thus made 
for a revision of the entire work By accident, a jon- 
siderable part of the Confessions (all, in shor^ except 
the Dreams) had originally been written hastily, and, 
from various causes, had never received any strict 
revision, or, virtually , so much as an ordinary verbal 
correction But a great deal more was wanted than 
this The main narrative should naturally have moved 
through a succession of secondary incidents, and with 
leisure for recalling these, it might have been greatly 
inspirited Wanting all opportunity for such advantages, 
this narrative had been needlessly impoverished And 
thus it had happened, that not so properly correction 
an$l retrenchment were called for, as integration of what 
had been left imperfect, or amplification of what, from 
the first, had„been insufficiently expanded ’ 

With thpse view, 1 ;, it would not nave been difficult 
(though toilsome) to re-cast the little work in a better 
mould, and the result might, in all reason, count upon 
the approbation at g least of its own former readers d 
Compared with its own former self, the book must 

n 
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certainly tend, by its very principle of change, whatever 
should be the execution of that change, to become better 
and in my own opinion, after all drawbacks and allow 
ances for the faulty exemplification of a good principle, 
it «' better This should be a matter of mere logical 
or inferential necessity, since, in pure add’tion to 
everything previously approved, there would now be 
a clear surplus of extra matter—all that might be good 
in the old work, and a great deal beside that was new 
Meantime, this improvement has been won at a price 
of labour and suffering that, if they could be truly 
stated, would seem incredible A nervous malady, of 
very peculiar character, which has attacked me inter- 
imttmgly for the last eleven years, came on in May 
last, almost concurrently with the commencement of 
this revision, and so obstinately has this malady pursued 
its noiseless, and what I may call subterraneous, siege, 
since none of the symptoms are externally manifested, 
that, although pretty ntarly dedicating myself to this 
one solitary labour, and not intermitting or relaxing 
it for a single day, I have yet*spent, within a very few 
days* six calendar months upon the re-cast of this one 
small volume 

The consequences have been distressing to all con¬ 
cerned. The press has groaned under the chronic 
visitation, the compositors shudder at the sight of my 
"handwriting, though not objectionable on the score of 
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legibility, and I have much reason to fear that, on 
days when the pressure of my complaint has been 
heaviest, f may have so far given way to it, as to have 
suffered greatly in clearness of critical vision Some¬ 
times I may have overlooked blunders, mis-statements, 
or repetitions, implicit or even express But more often 
I may have failed to appreciate the true effects from 
faulty management of style and its colourings Some¬ 
times, for instance, a heavy or too intricate arrangement 
of 'entences may have defeated the tendencj^bf what, 
under its natural presentation, would have been affecting, 
or it is possible enough that, by unseasonable levity 
at other times, I may have repelled the sympathy of 
my readers—all or some Endless are the openings for 
such kinds of mistake—that is, of mistakes not fully 
seen as such But even in a case of unequivocal 
mistake, seen and acknowledged, yet when it is open 
to remedy only through a sudden and energetic act, 
then or never, the presS being for twenty minutes, 
suppose, free to receive an alteration, but beyond that 
time closed and sealed inexorably such being supposed 
the circumstances, the humane reader will allow for 
the mfirmitf which even wilfully jnd consciously sur¬ 
renders itself to tKe error, acquiescing in it deliberately, 
rather than face the cruel exertion of correcting it most 
elaborately at a moment of sickening misery, and with 

jk 

the prevision that {he main correction must draw aftc-^"* 
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it half a dozen others for the sake of decent consistency. 
I am not speaking under any present consciousness of 
such a case existing against myself I belieVe there ts 
none such But I choose to suppose an extreme case of 
even!conscious error, in order that'venial cases ol over¬ 
sight may f under shelter of such an outside license, find 
toleration »from a liberal critic To fight up against 
the wearing siege of an abiding sickness, imposes a 
fiery combat I attempt no description of this combat T 
knowing* *he unintelligibihty and the repulsiveness of 
all attu pptsto communicate the Incommunicable But 
the generous reader will not, for that forbearance on 
my part, the less readily show his indulgence, if a case 
should (unexpectedly to myself) arise for claiming it 
I have thus made the reader acquainted with one out 
of two cross currents that tended to thwart my eiiorts for 
improving this little work There was, meantime, another 
less open to remedy from my own uttermost efforts. 
All along I had relied upon it crowning grace, which £ 
had reserved for the final pages of this volume, m a 
succession of some twenty or i twenty-five dreams arid 
noon-day visions, which had arisen under the latter 
stages of opium influence These have disappeared: 
some under circumstances which allohr me a Reasonable 
prospect of recovering them, some unaccountably; 
and some dishonourably Five or six, I believe, were 
«*L'irned in a sudden conflagration '.which arose from 



PREFATORY NOTICE. 


»9 


the spaTk of a candle falling unobserved amongst a very 
large pile of papers in a bedroom, when I was alone 
and reading Falling not on, but amongst and within 
the papers, the fire would soon have been ahead of 
conflict*, and, by conTmumcating with the slight wpod- 
work and draperies of a bed, it would have immediately 
enveloped the laths of a ceiling overhead, and thus the 
house, far from fire-engines, would have been burned 
• down in half an hour My attention was first drawn 
by a t sudden light upon my book and the whgj^ difler- 
ence between a total destruction of the premises and 
a trivial loss (from books charred) of five guineas, was 
due to a large Spanish cloak This, thrown over, and 
then drawn down tightly, by the aid of one sole person, 
somewhat agitated, but retaining her presence of mind, 
effectually extinguished the fire Amongst the papers 
burned paftially, but not so burned as to be absolutely 
irretrievable, was the Daughter of Lebanon , and this I 
have printed, and have intentionally placed it at the 
end, as appropriately closing a record in which the case 
of# poor Ann the Outcast formed not only the most 
memorable and the most suggestively pathetic incident, 
but also Mfl^which, more than any other, coloured—or 
(more truly I should say) shaped, moulded and re¬ 
moulded, composed and decomposed—the great body 
of opium dreams The search after the lost features of 
Ann, which I spoke ot as pursued m the crowds of*, 
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London, was in a more proper sense pursued through 
many a year in dreams The general idea of a search 
and a chase reproduced itself in many shapes The 
person, the rank, the age, the scemcal position, all varied 
themselves for ever, but the same leading trait* more 
or less faintly remained of a lost Pariah woman, and ot 
some shadowy malice which withdrew her, or attempted 
to withdraw her, from restoration and from hope Such 
is the explanation which I offer why that particular 
addition* which some of my friends had been authorised 
to look for, has not in the main been given, nor for the 
present could be given, and, secondly, why that part 
which is given has been placed in the conspicuous 
situation (as a closing passage) which u now occupies 
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Confessions of an English 
. Opium-Eater. 

I have often been asked—how it was, and thxiugh 
what senes of steps, that I became an opium-eater 
Was it gradually, tentatively, mistrustmgly, as one goes 
down a shelving beach into a deepening sea, and with 
a knowledge from the first of the dangers lying on that 
path, half-courting those dangers, in fact, whilst seeming 
to defy them ? Or was it, secondly, in pure ignorance of 
such dangers, under the misleadings of mercenary fraud ? 
since oftentimes lozenges, for the relief of pulmonary affec¬ 
tions, found their efficacy upon the opium which they 
contain, upon this, and this only, though clamorously 
disavowing so suspicious an alliance and under such 
treacherous disguises multitudes are seduced into a 
dependency which they had not foreseen upon a drug 
which they had not known, not known even by name or 
by sight and thus the case is not rare—t hat the chain 
of abject slav ery is first detected when it ha s ine xtricabl y 
w ound itself about the con stitutio nal system Thirdly, 
aad lastly, was it (Yes by passionate anticipation, I 
answer, before the question is finished)—was it on a 
sudden, ov r rmastering impulse derived from Dodily 
anguish?. Loudly I repeat, Yes, Iffudly and indignantly 
—as in answer to a wilful calumny Simply as an 
anodyne it was, under the mere coercion of pam the 
severest, that I first resorted to opium, and precisely 
that same torment it is, or some variety of that torment;' 
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whiph drives most people to make acquaintance with 
that same insidious remedy Such was the fact, such 
by accident Meantime, without blame it mjght have 
been otherwise If in early days I had fully under¬ 
stood the subtle powers lodged in this mighty drug 
(when judiciously regulated), (i) to tranquilhse all 
irritations of the nervous system, (2) to stimulate the 
capacities £>f enjoyment, and (3) under any call for 
extraordinary exertion (such as all men meet at times), 
to stlstain through twenty-four consecutive hours the 
else drooling animal energies—most certainly, knowing 
or suspecting all this, I should have inaugurated my 
opium career in the character of one seeking extra 
power and enjoyment, rather than of one shrinking 
from extra torment And why not? If that argued 
any fault, is it not a fault that most of us commit 
every day with regard to alcohol? Are we entitled to 
use that only as a medicine ? Is wine unlawful, except 
as an anodyne? I hope not else I shall be obliged 
to counterfeit and to plead some anomalous tie in my 
little finger, and thus gradually, as in any OVidian 
metamorphosis, I, that am at present a truth-loving 
man, shall change by daily inches into a dissembler 
No the whole race of man* proclaim it lawful 
drink wine without pleading a medical certificate as a 
qualification That ^ame license extends itself, therefore, 
to the use of opium, what a man may lawfully seek 
in wine surely he may lawfully find in opium, and 
much more so in those many cases (of which mine 
happens to be one) where opium deranges the animal 
economy less by a great deal than an equivalent 
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quantity of alcohol Coleridge! therefore! was doubly in 
error when he allowed himself to aim most unfriendly 
blows at <ny supposed voluptuousness m the use of 
opium! m error as to a principle, and in error as to 
a fact A letter of* his, which I will hope that he 
aid not design to have published, but which, how¬ 
ever, fas been published, points the attention of his 
correspondent to a broad distinction separating my 
case as an opium-eater from his own he, it seems, 
had fallen excusably (because unavoidably) into f this 
habit of eatmg opium—as the one sole jj*#rapeutic 
resource available against his particular malady, but 
I, wretch that I am, being so notoriously charmed by 
fairies against pain, must have resorted to opium in the 
abominable character of an adventurous voluptuary, 
angling in all streams for variety of pleasures Coleridge 
is wrong to the whole extent of what was possible, 
wrong in his fact, wrong in his doctrine, in his little 
fact, ancf his big dot trine I did not do the thing 
which he charges upon me, and if I had done it, 
this would not convict me as a citizen of Sybans or 
Daphne There never was a distinction more ground¬ 
less and visionary than that which it has pleased him 
to draw between my motives and his own, nor could 
Coleridge have possibly owed this mis-statement to 
any false Information, since no^ man surely, on a 
question # of my t>wn private experience, could have 
pretended to be better informed than myself Or, if 
there really is such a person, perhaps he will not 
think it too much >trouble to re-wnte these Confessions, 
from first to last/ correcting their innumerable faults, 
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and, as it happens that some parts of the unpublished 
sections for the present are missing, would he kindly 
restore them—brightening the colours that may have 
faded, rekindling the inspiration that may have drooped, 
filling up all those chasms which else are lik-ly to 
remain as permanent disfigurations of my little work? 
Meantime the reader, who takes any interest in such a 

r 

question, will find that I myself (upon such a theme 
not simply the best, but surely the sole authority) 
have, without a shadow of variation, always given a 
different a *“^count of the matter Most truly I fyave 
told the reader, that not any search after pleasure, 
but mere extremity of pain from rheumatic toothache 
—this and nothing else it was that first drove me into 
the use of opium Coleridge’s bodily affliction was 
simple rheumatism Mine, which lntermittingly raged 
for ten years, was rheumatism in the face combined 
with toothache This I had inherited from my father > 
or inherited (I should rather say) from my own desperate 
ignorance, since a trifling dose of colocynth, pr of 
any similar medicine, taken three times a week, would 
more certainly than opium have delivered me from 
that terrific curse * In this ignorance, however, which 

# “ That terrific curse ” —Two things blunt the general sense 
of honor, which would else connect itself w&lh toothache—viz., 
first, its enormous division, hardly a household m Europe 
being clear of each in turn having somfe one chamber inter* 
mittingly echoing the groans extorted by this cruel torture. 
There—viz:, in its ubiquity—lies one cause of its slight valua¬ 
tion A second cause is found in its immunity from danger 
i^This latter ground of undervaluation irf^ noticed in a saying 
ascribed (but on what authority I know not) to Sir Philip Sidney 
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misled me into making war upon toothache when 
ripened and manifesting itself in effects of pain, rather 
than updi its germs and gathering causes, I did but 
follow the rest of the world To intercept the evil 
whilsl yet in elementary stages of formation, w§s the 
true policy, whereas I in my blindness sought only 
for some mitigation to the evil when already formed, 
and past all reach of interception In this stage of 
the suffering, formed and perfect, 1 was thrown passively 
upon chance advice, and therefore, by a natural con¬ 
sequence, upon opium—that being the one sfrV? anodyne 
that is almost notoriously such, and which in that great 
function is universally appreciated 

Coleridge, therefore, and myself, as regards our 
baptismal initiation into the use of that mighty drug, 
occupy the very same position We are embarked in the 
self-same boat, nor is it within the compass even of 


—viz , that supposing toothache liable in ever 90 small a 
proportion of its cases to a fatal issue, it would be generally 
ranked as the most dreadful amongst human maladies , whereas 
the certainty that it will in no extremity lead to death, and the 
knowledge that in the very midst of its storms sudden changes 
may be looked for, bringing long halcyon calms, have an unfair 
effect m lowering the appreciation of this malady considered as 
a trial of fortitude and patience No stronger expression of its 
intensity and^ scorching fierceness can be im igined thin this 
fact—tyiat, within my private knowledge, two persons, who had 
suffered alike under toothache and cancer, have pronounced the 
former to be, on the scale of torture, by many degrees the 
worse In both, there are at times what surgeons call “ lancin¬ 
ating ” pangs—keen, glancing, arrowy radiations of anguish 

tj^lhs bf icotn^a'naop 

igainst paroxysm—with the result that I have stated/ 4 

Jl* I'V* 1 1 
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a ngelic hair-splitting, to show that the dark shadow 
thrown by our several trespasses in this field, mine 
and his, had by so much as a pin’s point any assignable 
difference Trespass against trespass (if any trespass 
there were)—shadow against shadow (if any shadow 
were really thrown by this trespass over the snowy 
disk of pmc ascetic morality), in anj case, tViat act 
m cither of us would read into the same meaning, 
would count up as a debt into the same value, would 
measure as a delinquency into the same burden ot 
responsil^Jy And vainly, indeed, does Coleridge 
attempt to differentiate two cases which ran into 
absolute identity, differing only as rheumatism differs 
from toothache Amongst the admirers of Coleridge, 
I at all tunes stood in the foremost rank, and the 
more was my astonishment at being summoned so 
often to witness his carelessness in the management 
of controversial questions, and his demoniac inaccuracy 
in the statement of facts The more also w*s my 
seme of Coleridge’s wanton injustice in relation to 
myself individually Coleridge’s gross mis-statement of 
facts, m regard to our several opium experiences, had 
its origin, sometimes in flighty reading, sometimes in 
partial and mcoheient reading, sometimes in subsequent 
forgetfulness, and any one of these lax habits (it will 
occur to the reader) is a venial infirmity Certainly 
it is, but surely not venial, when it is allowed to 
operate disadvantageous^ upon the character for self- 
control of a brother, who had never spoken of htm but 
m the spirit of enthusiastic admiration, of that admira* 
Uon which his exquisite works so amply challenge. 
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Imagine the case that I really had done somettyng 
wrong, still it would have been ungenerous—me it 
would have saddened, I confess, to see Coleridge 
rushing forward with a public denunciation of my 
fault 11 Know all »men by these presents, that I, 
ST C f a noticeable man with large gray eyes* am a 
licensed opium-eater, whereas this other man is a 
buccaneer, a pirate, a flibustier,f and cun tiave none 
but a forged licence in his disreputable pocket In 
the name ot Virtue, arrest him*” But the trutfi is, 
that inaccuracy as to facts and citations frogi books 
was in Coleridge a mere necessity of nature Not 
three days ago, in reading a short comment of the 
late Archdeacon Hare [Guesses at Truth) upon a bold 
speculation of Coleridge's (utterly baseless) with respect 
to the machinery of Etonian Latin verses, 1 found my 
old feelings upon this subject refreshed by an instance 
that is irresistibly comic, since everything that Coleridge 
had rebel) upon as a citation from a book in support of 
his own hypothesis, turns out to be a pure fabrication 
of his own dreams, thopgh, doubtless (which indeed 

• See Wordsworth s exquisite picture of S T C and himself 
SB; occasional denizens in t^c Castle of Indolence 

f This word—in common use, and so spelled as I spell it, 
amongst the grand old French and English buccaneers con 
temporary wfth our own admirable Dairpier, at the close of the 
seventeenth century-*-has recently been revived in the journals 
of the United States, with a view to the special case of Cuba, 
but (for what reason I know not) is now written always as 
y?//rbusters Meantime, written m whatsoever way, it is under¬ 
stood to be a Francfl-Spanish corruption of the English wor^ 
freebooter. 
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it is that constitutes the characteristic interest of the 

fV 

case), without a suspicion on his part of his own 
funous romancing The archdeacon’s good-natured 
smile upon that Etonian case naturally reminded me 
of the case now before us, with regard to the history 
of our separate careers as opium-eaters Upan which 
case I need say no more, as by this time the i reader 
is aware tnat Coleridge's entire statement upon that 
subject is perfect moonshine, and, like the sculptured 
imagery of the pendulous lamp in Chnstabel y 

carvfed from the carver’s brain 

This case, therefore, might now be counted on as 
disposed of, and what sport it could yield might 
reasonably be thought exhausted Meantime, on 
consideration, another and much deeper oversight 
of Coleridge's becomes apparent, and as this 
connects itself with an aspect of the case that 
furnishes the foundation to the whole of these ensuing 
Confessions, it cannot altogether be neglected Any 
attentive reader, after a fewmoments' reflection, will 
perceive that, whatever may have been the casual 
occasion of mine or Coleridge's opium-eating, this could 
not have been the permanent ground of opium-eating, 
because neither rheumatism nor toothache is any abiding 
affection of the system Both are intermitting maladies, 
and not at all capable of accounting for a permanent 
habit of opium-eating Some months are requisite to 
found that Making allowance for constitutional 
differences, I should say that in less* than 120 days no 
^Tabit of opium-eatmg could be formed strong enough 
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to call for any extraordinary selt-conquest in renouncing 
it, and even suddenly renouncing it On Saturday 
you are an opium-eater, on Sunday no longer such 
What then was it, after all, that made Coleridge a 
slave*to opium, an(V a slave that could not break his 

t 

chain ? He fancies, in his headlong carelessness, that 
he hast accounted for this habit and this slavery, and 
m the meantime he has accounted for nothing at all 
about which any question has arisen Rheumatism, 
he says, drove him to opium Very well, but % with 
proper medical treatment the rheumatism j.^ld soon 
have ceased, or even, without medical treatment, 
under the ordinary oscillations of natural causes And 
when the pain ceased, then the opium should have 
ceased Why did it not? Because Coleridge had 
come to taste the genial pleasure of opium, and thus 
the very impeachment, which he fancied himself m some 
mysterious way to have evaded, recoils upon him in 
undimrtnished force The rheumatic attack would have 
retire^ before the habit could have had time to form 
itself Or suppose that • I underrate the strength of 
the possible habit—this tells equally in my favour, 
and Coleridge was not entitled to forget in my case a 
plea remembered in his own It is really memorable 
in the annals of human self deceptions, that Coleridge 
could, have* held such language m the face of such 
facts I f *boastin£f not at all of my self-conquests, and 
owning no moral argument against the free use of 
opium, nevertheless on mere prudential motives break 
through the vassalage more than once, and by effort* 
which I have recorded as modes of transcendent 
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suffering Coleridge, professing to believe (without 
reason assigned) that opium-eating is criminal, and 
m some mysterious sense more criminal than wine- 
dnnking or porter-drinking, having, therefore, the 
strongest moral motive for abstaining from ij; yet 
suffeffc himself to fall into a captivity to this same 
wicked opium, deadlier than was ever heard of, anfj under 
no coerciofl whatever that he has anywhere explained 
to us A slave he was to this potent drug not less 
abjefct than Caliban to Prospero—his detested and 
yet despotic master Like Caliban, he frets his very 
heart-strings against the rivets of his chain Still, at 
intervals through the gloomy vigils of his prison, you 
hear muttered growls of impotent mutineenng swelling 
upon the breeze 

Irasque leonum 
Vincla recusantum- 

recusantiun } it is true, still refusing yet still accepting, 
protesting for ever against the fierce, overmantenng 
curb-chain, yet for ever submitting to receive it into 
the mouth It is notorious that in Bristol (to that I 
can speak myself, but probably in many other places) 
he went so far as to hire men—porters, hackney- 
coachmen, and others—to oppose by force his entrance 
into any druggist’s shop But, as the authority for 
stopping him was derived simply frbm himself, 
naturally these poor men found themselves in a 
metaphysical fix, not provided for even by Thomas 
Aquinas or by the prince of Jesuitical casuists And 
m this excruciating dilemma would occur such 
scenes as the following — 
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11 Oh, sit,” would plead the suppliant porter—suppliant, 
yet semi-imperative (for equally if he did , and if he did 
not, show® fight, the poor man’s daily 5s seemed 
endangered) — “really you must not; consider, sir, 
your ^jife and- 11 # 

Transcendental Philosopher —“Wife 1 what wife*? I 
have n<j wife 99 * 

Porter —“But, really now, you must not, Sit Didn’t 

you say no longer ago than yesterday-” 

Transcend Philos —“ Pooh, pooh I yesterday ts a 
long time ago Are you aware, my man, thjtf people 
are known to have dropped down dead for timely 
want of opium ? ” 

Porter —“ Ay, but you tell’t me not to hearken-" 

Transcend Philos —“Oh, nonsense An emergency, 
a shocking emergency, has arisen—quite unlooked for 
No matter what I told you in times long past That 
which I now tell you, is—that, if you don’t remove 
that arm* of yours from the doorway of this most 
respectable druggist, I shall have a good ground of 
action against you for assault and battery ” 

Am I the man to reproach Coleridge with this 
vassalage to opium ? Heaven forbid 1 Having groaned 
myself under that yok#, I pity, and blame him not 
But undeniably, such a vassalage must have been 
created wilftlly and consciously by his own craving 
after genial stimulation, a thing which I do not blame, 
but Coleridge did For my own part, duly as the 
torment relaxed in relief of which I had resorted to 
opium, I laid aside the opium, not under any meritorious 

’ * Vide Othello. 
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effort of self-conquest, nothing of that sort do 1 pretend 
to, but simply on a prudential instinct warning me 
not to trifle with an engine so awful of fonsolation 
and support, nor to waste upon a momentary uneasiness 
what might eventually prove, m the midst qf all- 
shattering hurricanes, the great elixir of resurrection. 
What was it that did in reality make me an, opium 
eater? Tkat affection which finally drove me into 
the habitual use of opium, what was it? Pam was 
it? ^No, but misery Casual overcasting of sunshine 
was U? t No, but blank desolation Gloom was it 
that mighT'fiave departed? No, but settled and abiding 
darkness 

Total eclipse, 

Without all hope of day I * 

Yet whence derived? Caused by what? Caused, as 
I might truly plead, by youthful distresses in London, 
were it not that these distresses were due, in their 
ultimate origin, to my own unpardonable folly,, and 
to that folly I trace many rums Oh, spirit of merciful 
interpretation, angel of forgiveness to youth arid its 
aberrations, that harkenest for ever as if to some 
sweet choir of far-off female intercessions I will ye, 
choir that intercede—wilt thou,^ angel that forgivest- 
join together, and charm away that mighty phantom, 
born amidst the gathering mists of renforse, which 
strides after me in pursuit from forgotten days-*-towering 
for ever into proportions more and more colossal, 
overhanging and overshadowing my head as if close 
behind, yet dating its nativity frojn hours that are 

* Samson Agontsfes K 
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fled by more than half a century ? Oh, heavens 1 tjhat 
it should be possible for a child not seventeen years 
old, by % momentary blindness, by listening to a 
false, false whisper from his own bewildered heart, 
by oqp erring step, £y a motion this way or that, to 
change the currents of his destiny, to poison 9 the 
fountains of his peace, and in the twinkling of an 
eye to lay the foundations of a life-long repentance i 
Yet, alas I I must abide by the realities of the case 
And one thing is clear, that amidst such bitter •self- 
reproaches as are now extorted from me by the^inguish 
of my recollections, it cannot be with any purpose of 
weaving plausible excuses, or of evading blame, that I 
trace the origin of my confirmed opium-eating to a 
necessity growing out of my early sufferings in the 
streets of London Because, though true it is that 

the re-agency of these London sufferings did in after 
years enforce the use of opium, equally it is true that 
the sufferings themselves grew out of my own folly 
What really calls for excuse, is not the recourse to 
opium, when opium had J)ecome the one sole remedy 
available for the malady, but those follies which had 
themselves produced that malady 
*1, for my part, after I had become a regular 
opium-eater, and from mismanagement had fallen into 
miserable e^fcesses in the use of opium, did, neverthe¬ 
less, four • several • times, contend successfully against 
the dominion of this drug, did four several times 
renounce it, renounced it for long intervals, and 
finally resumed it upon the warrant of my enlightened 
and deliberate judgment, as being of two evils by very 
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mqph the least In this I acknowledge nothing that 
calls for excuse I repeat again and again, that not 
the application of opium, with its deep tranquilhsmg 
powers to the mitigation of evils, bequeathed by my 
London hardships, is what reasonably calls for sorrow, 
but that extravagance of childish folly which precipitated 
me into scenes naturally producing such hardships 

These Stenes I am now called upon to retrace 
Possibly they are sufficiently interesting to merit, even 
on their own account, some short record, but at present, 
and at t^is point, they have become indispensable as 
a ke)' to the proper understanding of all which follows 
For in these incidents of my early life is found the 
entire substratum, together with the secret and under¬ 
lying motive * of those pompous dreams and dream- 
sceneries which were in reality the true objects—first 
and last—contemplated in these Confessions 

My father died when I was m my seventh year, 
leaving six children, including myself (viz, foui sons 
and two daughters), to the care of four guardians and 
of our mother, who was ^invested with the legal 
authority of a guardian This word “ gua?dtan” kindles 
a fiery thrilling in my nerves, so much was that special 
power of guardianship, as wielded by one of the four, 
concejned in the sole capital error of my boyhood 
To this error my own folly would hardly* have t been 
equal, unless by concurrence with # the obstinacy of 

• 11 Motive " —The word motive is here used in the sense attached 
by artists and connoisseurs to the technical word moitvo, 
applied to pictures, or to the separate niotrements in a musical 
theme 
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others From the bitter remembrance of this error m 
myself—of this obstinacy in my hostile guardian, suffer 
me to dr%w the privilege of making a moment's pause 
upon this subject of legal guardianship 

Thgre is not (I Relieve) m human society, under 
whatever form of civilisation, any trust or delegated 
duty njhich has more often been negligently or even 
perfidiously administered In the days iJf classical 
Greece and Rome, my own private impression, founded 
on the collation of many incidental notices, is—?that 
this, beyond all other forms of domestic authority, 
furnished to wholesale rapine and peculation their very 
amplest arena r Ihe relation of father and son, as was 
that of patron and client , was generally, m the practice 
of life, cherished with religious fidelity whereas the 
solemn duties of the tutor (i e , the guardian) to his 
ward, which had their very root and origin in the 
tenderest adjurations of a dying friend, though subse¬ 
quently ifefreshed by the hourly spectacle of helpless 
orphanage playing round the margins of pitfalls hidden 
by flowers, spoke but seldom to the sensibilities of a 
Roman through any language of oracular power 
Few indeed, if any, were the obligations, in a proper 
slhse moral , which pressed upon the Roman The 
mam fountains of moral obligation had in Romf, by 
law or by ciJStom, been thoroughly poisoned Marriage 
had corrupted itself through the facility of divorce, 
and through the consequences of that facility (viz, 
levity in choosing, hnd fickleness in adhering to the 
choice), into so exquisite a traffic of selfishness, that 
rould not yield*so much as a phantom model of 
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sanctity The relation of husband and wife had, for 
all moral impressions, perished amongst the Romans 
The relation of father and child had all it 9 ' capacities 
of holy tenderness crushed out of it under the fierce 
pressure of penal and vindictive enforcements^ The 
duties of the client to his patron stood upon no basis 
of simple gratitude or simple fidelity (corresponding to 
the feudal fealty), but upon a basis of prudential terror, 
terror from positive law, or from social opinion 
From the first intermeddling of law with the movement 
of the^k'dier moral affections, thfTe is an end to 
freedom in the act—to purity in the motive—to dignity 
id the personal relation. Accordingly, in the France 
of the pre-revolutionary period, and in the China of all 
peiiods,it has been with baleful effects to the national 
morals that positive law has come in aid of the 
paternal rights And in the Rome of ancient history 
it may be said that this one original and rudimental 
wrong done to the holy freedom of human affections, 
had the effect of extinguishing thenceforward all con¬ 
scientious movement in whatever direction And thus, 
amongst a people naturally more highly principled than 
the Greeks, if you except ebullitions of public spirit 
and patriotism (too often of mere ignoble nationality), 
no class of actions stood upon any higher basis of 
motive than (i) legal ordinance, (2) superstitious fear, 
or (3) servile compliance with the' insolenf exactions 
of popular usage Strange, therefore, it would have 
been if the tutor of obscure orphans, with extra 
temptations and extra facilities for indulging them, 

1 

should hare shown himself more faithful to his trust 
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than the governor of provinces—praetorian or pro¬ 
consular Yet who more treacherous and rapacious 
than he ? Rarest of men was the upright governor 
that accepted no bribes from the criminal, and extorted 
no ransoms from the*timid He, nevertheless, as a 
public trustee, was watched by the jealousy of political 
competitors, and had by possibility a solemn audit to 
face in the senate or in the forum, perhaps*in both 
But the tutor, who administered a private trust on 
behalf of orphans, might count on the certainty tlTat 
no public attention could ever be attracted to concerns 
so obscure, and politically so uninteresting Reasonably, 
therefore, and by all analogy, a Roman must have 
regarded the ordinary domestic tutor as almost inevitably 
secret delinquent, using the opportunities and privileges 
oi his office as mere instruments for working spoliation 
and rum upon the inheritance confided to his care 
This deadly and besetting evil of Pagan days must 
have deapehed a hundredfold the glooms overhanging 
the death-beds of parents Too often the dying father 
could not fail to read in lys own lifelong experience, 
that, whilst seeking special protection for his children, 
he might himsdf he introducing amongst them a 
separate and imminent danger Leaving behind him 
a little household of infants, a little fleet (as it mijgnt 
be represented) of fairy pinnaces, just raising then 
anchors in fireparatibn for crossing the mighty deeps 
of life, he made signals for “convoy” Some one or 
two (at best imperfectly known to him), amongst those 
who traversed the same seas, he accepted m that 
B character, but doubtfully, sorrowfully, fearfully; and 
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rvt the very moment when the faces of his children 
weie disappearing amongst the vapours of death, the 
miserable thought would cross his prophetic soul— 
that too probably this pretended 44 convoy," under the 
strong temptations of the case, might eventually become 
pirates , robbers, at the least, and by possibility wilful 
misleaders to the inexperience of his children ,, 

From this dreadful aggravation of the anguish at any 
rate besetting the death-beds of parents summoned away 
from a group of infant children, there has been a 
might/ deliverance wrought in a course of centuries by 
the vast diffusion of Christianity In these days, where¬ 
soever an atmosphere is breathed that has been purified 
by Christian chanties and Christian principles, this 
household pestilence has been continually dwindling 
and m the England of this generation there is no class 
of peculation which we so seldom hear of one proof of 
which is found in the mai^erence with which most of us 
regard the absolute security offered to children by the 
Court of Chancery My father, therefore, as regarded 
the quiet of his dying hours, benefited by the felicity of 
his times and his country He made the best selection 
for the future guardianship of his six children that 
his opportunities allowed, fiom his circle of intonate 
fngnds, he selected the four who stood highest in his 
estimation for honour and practical \.isdoin which 
done, and relying for the redressing of any harsh 
tendencies in male guardians upon the discretional 
power lodged in my mother, thenceforth he rested 
from his anxieties Not one o( these guardians but 
justified his choice so far as nonour and integrity 
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were concerned Yet, after all, there is a limit (aftd 
sooner reached perhaps m England than m other 
divisions oi Christendom) to the good that can be 
achieved in such cases by prospective wisdom For 
we, in JEngland, more# absolutely then can be assefted 
of any other nation, are not faineants rich and poor, 
all of us» have something to do To Italy it is that 
we must look for a peasantry idle through two-thirds 
of their time To Spain it is that we must look Jor 
an aristocracy physically * degraded under the ignoble 
training of women and priests, and for pri^e? (such 
as Ferdinand VII) that make it the glory of their 
lives to have embroidered a petticoat Amongst our¬ 
selves of this current generation, whilst those functions 
of guardianship may be surely counted on which 
presume conscientious loyalty to the interests of their 
wards , on the other hand, all which presume continued 
vigilance and provision from afar are, in simple truth, 
hardly oompatible with our English state of society 
The guardians chosen by my father, had they been 
the wisest and also the mest energetic of men, could 
not in many conceivable emergencies have fulfilled 

his secret wishes Of the four men, one was a 

• • 

m II is assarted by travellers—English, French, and German 
alike—that the ^ducal order in Spain (as that order of*the 
Spanish peeiage most carefully withdrawn from what Kentucky 
would call thf rough-aiid-tumhlt discipline of a popular educa¬ 
tion) exhibit in their very persons and bodily development 
undisguised evidences of effeminate habits operating through 
many generations It would be satisfactory to know the 
unexaggerated truth oi^ this point, the truth unbiassed alike 
by national and by democratic prejudices 
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merchant (not in the narrow sense of Scotland, 
derived originally from France, where no class of 
merchant princes has ever existed, but it the large 
noble sense of England—of Florence—of Venice) 
consequently, his extensive regions with seaports 
and distant colonies continually drawing off his 
attention, and even his personal presence, from (domestic 
affairs, made it hopeless that he should even attempt 
more on behalf of his wards than slightly to watch 
the administration of then pecuniary interests A 
second 1 ' ©f our guardians was a rural magistrate, but 
in a populous district close upon Manchester, which 
even at tnat time was belted with a growing body 
of turbulent aliens—Welsh and Irish He therefore, 
overwhelmed by the distractions of his official station, 
rightly, perhaps, conceived himself to have fulfilled his 
engagements as a guardian, if he stood ready to come 
forward upon any difficulty arising, but else in ordinary 
cases devolved his functions upon those who enjoyed 
more leisure In that category stood, beyond a doubt, 
a third of our guardians,* the Rev Samuel H, who 
was at the time of my father’s death a curate at some 
church (I believe) in Manchester or in Salford * This 
gentleman represented a class—large enough at all 
times by necessity of human nature, but in those 
days far larger than at present—that class, I mean, 

L 

* Salford is a large town legally distinguished from 
Manchester lor parliamentary put poses, and divided from it 
physically by a river, but else virtually, as regards intercourse 
and reciprocal influence, is a quarter of Manchester, in fact, 
holding the same relation to Manchester that Southwark does 
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who sympathise with no spiritual sense or spiritual 
capacities in man, who understand by region simply 
a respectable code of ethics—leaning for support upon 
some g^eat mysteries dimly traced in the background, and 
commegiorated in certain great church festivals by^the 
elder churches of Christendom, as, eg , by the English, 
which dpes not stand as to age on the Reformation 
epoch, by the Romish, and by the Greek # He had 
composed a body of about 330 sermons, which thus, 
at the rate of two ever) Sunday, revolved through a 
cycle of three years, that period being nfodestly 
assumed as sufficient for insuring to their eloquence 
total oblivion Possibly to a cynic, some shorter cycle 
might have seemed equal to that effect, since their 
topics rose but rarely above the level of prudential 
ethics, and the style, though scholarly, was not im¬ 
pressive As a preacher, Mr H was sincere, but not 
earnest He was a good and conscientious man , and 
he mad* £ high valuation of the pulpit as an organ 
of civilisation for co-operating with books, but it was 
impossible for any man, sorting from the low ground 
of themes so ummpassioned and so desultory as the 
benefits of industry, the danger from bad companions, 
the* importance of setting"a good example, or the value 
of perseverance—to pump up any persistent stream 

to London , ^r, if th£ reader insist? upon having a classical 
illustration of the case, the same relation that in ancient days 
Argos did to Mycen<£ An invitation to dinner given by the 
public herald of Argos could be heard Lo the ctntre of Mycena, 
and by a gourmand, jf the dinner promised to be specially 
good, in the remoter suburb 
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of earnestness either m himself or in his auditors 
These auditors, again, were not of a class to desire 
much earnestness There were no naughty people 
among them- most of them were rich, and came to 
church in carnages, and, as a^natural result .of their 
esteem for my reverend guardian, a number of them 
combined to build a church for him—viz, SU Peter 7 s, 
at the point of confluence between Moseley Strett and 
the newly-projected Oxford Slrt.Lt —then existing only 
as a sketch in the portfolio of a surveyor But what 
connect myself individually with Mr H was, that 
two or three years previously I, together >vith one of 
my brothers (five years my senior), had been placed 
under his care for classical instruction This was 
done, I believe, in obedience to a dying injunction 
of my father, who had a just esteem for Mr S H as 
an upright man, but apparently too exalted an opinion 
ot his scholarship for he was but an indifferent 
Grecian In whatever way the appointmer t arose, 
so it was that this gentleman, previously tutor in the 
Roman sense to all of us, ( now became to my brother 
and myself tutor also in the common English sense 
From the age of eight, up to eleven and a half, the 
character and intellectual attainments of Mr H were 
therefore influentially important to myself in the 
development of my powers, such as the^ were Even 
his 330 sermons, which rolled Overhead' with such 
slender effect upon his general congregation, to me 
became a real instrument of improvement One-half 
of these, indeed, were all that i heard, for, as my 
father's house (Greenhay) stood at this time in the 
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country, Manchester not having yet overtaken it, the 
distance obliged us to go in a carriage, and only to 
the morning service, blit every sermon in this morning 
course was propounded to me as a textual basis upon 
which *1 was to raise* a mimic duplicate—sometimes a 
pure miniature abstract—sometimes a rhetorical ex¬ 
pansion*—but preserving as much as possible of the 
original language, and also (which puzzled me pain¬ 
fully) preserving the exact succession of the thoughts, 
which might be easy where they stood in some 

dependency upon each other, as, for instate* in the 
development of an argument, hut in arbitrary or chance 
arrangements was often as trying to my powers as 

any feat of rope-dancing I, therefore, amongst that 
whole congregation,* was the one sole careworn auditor 
—agitated about that which, over all -other heads, 
flowed away like water over marble slabs—viz, the 

somewhat torpid sermon of my somewhat torpid 

* u Tftat -vhole congregation * —Originally at churches which 
I do ngt remember, where, however, in consideration of my 
tender age, the demands levied upon my memory were much 
lighter Two or three years later, when I must have been 
nearing my tenth year, and when St Peter's had been finished, 
occurred the opening, and Consequently (as an indispensable 
pre-condition) the consecration of that edifice by the bishop 
of the diocese , Chester) I, as a ward of the incum&ent, 
was naturally amongst those specially invited to the festival, 
and I remerfiber a little incident which exposed broadly the 
conflict of feelings inherited by the Church of England from 
the Puritans of the seventeenth century The architecture of 
the church was Grecian , and certainly the enrichments, inside 
or outside, were few eqpugh, neither flond nor obtrusive. But 
in the centre of the ceiling, for the sake oi breaking the 
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gu&rdian But this annoyance was not wholly lost, 
and those same sermons, which (lasting only 

through sixteen minutes each) were approved and 
forgotten by everybody else, for me became a perfect 
palaestra of intellectual gymnast!'cs far better r suited 
to my childish weakness than could have been the 
sermons of Isaac Barrow or Jeremy Taylor In 
these last, the gorgeous imagery would have dazzled 
my f feeble vision, and in both the gigantic thinking 
would hat e crushed my efforts at apprehension I drew, 
in fact/thr deepest benefits from this weekly exercise 
Perhaps, also, in the end it ripened into a great 
advantage for me, though long and bitterly I com¬ 
plained of it, that I was not allowed to use a pencil 
in taking notes all was to be charged upon the 
memory Bufr it is notorious that the memory strengthens 
as you lay burdens upon it, and becomes trustworthy 
as you trust it So that, in my third year of practice, 
I found my abstracting and condensing powers sensibly 

i 

monotony of so large a blank white surface, there was 
moulded, in plastcr-of-Paris, a large tablet or shield, charged 
with a cornucopia of frmt9 and flowers And yet, when we 
were all assembled in the vestry waiting — rector, church¬ 
wardens, archilect, and trains of dependants—there arose a 
deep* bu77 of anxiety, which soon ripened inyr) an articulate 
expression of fear, that the bishop would think himself bound, 
like the horrid eikonoclasts of 1645, to issue his decree of utter 
averruneation to the simp lc decoration overhead Fearfully did 
we all tread the JitUe r isles in the procession of the prelate 
Earnestly my lord lr joked upwards^ but finally — were it 
courtesy or doubtfulness as to hts ground, or approbation—he 
passed on 
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enlarged My guardian was gradually better satisfied: 
for, unfortunately (and in the beginning it was un¬ 
fortunate)! * always one witness could be summoned 
against me upon any impeachment of my fidelity— 
viz, tile sermon itself, since, through lurking amongst 
the 330, the wretch was easily forked out But these 
appeals® grew fewer, and my guardian, I have 
said, was continually better satisfied Meantime, might 
not I be continually less satisfied with him and # his 
330 sermons? Not at all loving and trusting, with¬ 
out jloubt or reserve, and with the deeped jfhnuples 
of veneration rooted in my nature, I never, upon 
meeting something more impressive than the average 
complexion of my guardian’s discourses, for one 
moment thought of him as worse or feebler than 
others, but simply as different, and no more 

quarrelled with him for his characteristic languor, than 
with a gjeen riband for not being blue By mere 

accident, I one daj heard quoted a couplet which 
seemed to me sublime It described a preacher such 
as sometimes arises m difficult times, or in fermenting 
times, a son of thunder, that looks all enemies in the 
fage, and volunteers a # dehance even when it would 
have been easy to evade it The lines were written 
by Richard^ Baxter—who baffled often with ■ self- 
created storms from the first dawn of the Parliamentary 
War in 1642, through the period of Cromwell (to 
whom he was personally odious), and, finally, through 
the trying rugns of the second Charles and of the 
second James As "a pulpit orator, he was perhaps the 
Whitfield of the seventeenth century—the Leuconomos 
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of Cowper And thus it is that he describes the 
impassioned character of his own preaching 

I preach’d, as never sure to preach again; 

(Even that was telling, but then followed this thunder- 
peat) 

And is a dying man to dvmg men 

c 

This couplet, which seemed to me equally for weight 
and for splendour like molten gold, laid bare another 
asiiect of the Catholic Church , u. vealed it as a Church 
militant and crusading 

Not even thus, however, did X descry any positive 
imperfection in my guardian He and Baxter had 
fallen upon different generations Baxter's century, 
from first to last, was revolutionary Along the entire 
course of that seventeenth century, the great principles of 
representative government and the rights of conscience* 
were passing through the anguish of conflict and fiery 
trial Now again in my own day, at the close of the 
eighteenth century, it is true that all the elements of 
social life were thrown into Jhe crucible—but on behalf 
of our neighbours, no longer of ourselves No longer, 
therefore, was invoked the heroic pleader, ready for 
martyrdom, preaching, therefore, “as never sure w to 
preach again", and I no more made it a defect in 

t 

• 11 The rights of conscience” —WiLh which it is punlul to 
know that Baxter did not sympathise. Religious toleration 
he called “ Soul-murder ' And, if you reminded him that the 
want of this toleration had been his own capital grievance, he 
replied, “Ah, but the cases were veiy different I wa 9 m the 
right, whereas the vast majority of thooe who will benefit by 
this new-fangled toleration are shockingly in the wrong M 
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my guardian that he wanted energies for combating evils 
now forgotten, than that he had not in patriotic fervour 
leaped into'a gulf, like the fabulous Roman martyr 
Curtius, or in zeal for liberty had not mounted a 
scaffoldf like the real English martjr Algernon Sidney 
Every Sunday, duly as it revoked, brought with it 
this cru£l anxiety On Saturday night tyider sad 
anticipation, on Sunday night under sadder experi¬ 
mental knowledge, of my trying task, I slept ill giy 
pillow was stuffed with thorns, and until Monday 
mornyng’s inspection and armilmUtum had*dismissed 
me from parade to 14 stand at ease,” verily I felt like 
a false steward summoned to some killing audit 
Then suppose Monday to be invaded by som^ horrible 
intruder, visitor, perhaps, fiom a band of my gu irdian’s 
poor relations, that in some undiscovered nook ot 
Lancashire seemed in fancy to blacken all the fields, 
and suddenjy at a single note of u caw, caw" rose in 
one vasf cloud like crows, and settled down for weeks 
at the* table of my guardian and his wife, whose 
noble hospitality would liever allow the humblest 
among them to be saddened by a famt welcome In 
suc^j cases, very possibly^ the whole week did not see 
the end of my troubles 

On these tgrms, for upwards of three and a half 
years—that # is, from my eighth to beyond my eleventh 
birthday—my guardian and I went on cordially he 
never once angry, as indeed he never had any reason 
for anger, I never once treating my task either as 
odious (which in thg most abominable excess it was), 
or, on the other hand, as costing but a trivial effort, 



48 


CONFESSIONS OF 


wmch practice might have taught me to hurry through 
with contemptuous ease To the very last I found 
no ease at all m this weekly task, which rlever ceased 
to be u a thorn in the flesh ” and I believe that my 
guardian, like many of the grim Pagan divinities, 
inhaled a flavour of fragrant incense, from the fretting 
and stinging of anxiety which, as it were some holy 
vestal fire, he kept alive by this periodic exaction It 
ga^ve him pleasure that he could reach me in the very 
recesses of my dreams, where even a Pariah might look 
for resl,\~o that the Sunday, which to man, and even 
to the brutes within his gates, offered an interval of rest, 
for me was signalised as a day of martyrdom Vet in 
this, after all, it is possible that he did me a service for 
my constitutional infirmity of mind ran but too determin 
ately towards the sleep ot endless reverie, and of dreamy 
abstraction from life and its realities 

Whether serviceable or not, however, the connection 
between my guardian and myself was now drkwmg to 
rts close Some months after my eleventh b'rthday, 
Greenhay * was sold, and my mother's establishment— 
both children and servants—was translated to Bath only 
that for a few months I and one brother were still, left 
unorr the care of Mr Samuel H , so far, that is, as 
regarded our education Else, as regarded the luxurious 

t < 

* “Greenhay" —A country-house built by my father, and 
at the time of its foundation (say in 1791 or 1792) separated 
from the last outskirts of Manchester by an entire mile , but 
now, and for many a yeai, overtake^ by the hasty strides 
of this great city, and long since (I presume) absorbed into 
its^mighty uproar. 
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comforts of a thoroughly English home, we became /he 
guests, by special invitation, of a young married couple 

m Manchester—viz , Mr and Mrs K- 1 This 

incident, though otherwise without results, I look back 
upon vith feelings inexpressibly profound, as a jewellv 
parenthesis of pathetic happiness—such as emerges but 
once m«anv man’s life Mr K was a young and rising 
American merchant, by which I mean, that*he was an 
Englishman who exported to the United States He 
had married about three years previously a pretty^and 
amiable young woman—well educated, and endowed 
with singular compass of intellect Hut the distinguishing 
feature in this household was the spirit of love which, 
under the benign superintendence of the mistress, diffused 
itself through all its members 

The late Dr Arnold of Rugby, amongst many novel 
ideas, which found no welcome even with his Inends, 
insisted earnestly and often upon this—viz, that a 
great dafiger was threatening our social system in 
Great^ Hr tain, from the austere separation existing 
between our educated ancl, our working classes, and that 
a more conciliatory style of intercourse between these 
two bisections of our social body must be established, 
or else—a tremendous nfvolution 'lhis is not the place 
to discuss so large a question, and I shall content myself 
with making two remarks The first is this — that, 
although & changfc of the sort contemplated by Dr 
Arnold might, if considered as an operative caust } point 
forward to some advantages, on the other hand, if 
considered as an effect\ it points backward to a less 
noble constitution 6f society by much than we already 
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enioy Those nations whose upper classes speak 
paternally and caressingly to the working classes, and 
to servants in particular, do so because they, speak from 
the lofty stations of persons having civil rights to those 
who have none Two centuries J>ack, when a cnhtary 
chicltain addressed his soldiers as 4t my children'* he did 
so because he was an irresponsible despot eicercising 
uncontrollLd powers of life and death From the moment 
when legal rights have been won for the poorest classes, 
inevitable respect on the part of the higher classes ex¬ 
tinguishes for ever the affectionate style which belongs 
naturally to'the state of pupilage or mlantine bondage 
That is my first remark my second is this—that the 
change advocated by Dr Arnold, whether promising or 
uot, is practically impossible, or possible, I should say, 
through one sole channel—viz , that of domestic servitude 
There only do the two classes concerned come hourly 
into contact On that stage only they meet without 
intrusion upon each other There only is ah opening 
for change And a wise mistress, who possesses tact 
enough to combine a gracipus affability with a self- 
respect that never slumbers nor permits her to descend 
into gossip, will secure the attachment of all young 
and impressible women Such a mistress was Mrs 

K-She had won the gratitude of her servants from 

the first, by making the amplest provisfon for their 
comfort, their confidence, by listening with' patience, 
and counselling with prudence, and their respect, 
by refusing to intermeddle with gossiping personalities 
always tending to slander To this extent, perhaps, 
most mistresses might follow her example But the 
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happiness which reigned in Mrs K- 9 s house at tljis 

time depended very much upon special causes All the 
^ight person^ had the advantage of youth , and the three 
young female servants were under the spell of fascina¬ 
tion, siifh as could ra^ly be counted on, from a spec¬ 
tacle held up hourly before their eyes, that spectS.de 
winch o£ all others is the most touching to womanly 
sensibihlities, and which any one of these servants* might 
hope, without presumption, to realise for herself—the 
spectacle, I mean, of a happy marriage union between 
two persons, who lived in harmony so absoIu4e with 
each other, as to be independent of the world outside 
How tender and self-sufficing such an union might be, 
they saw with their own eyes The season was then 
nud winter, which of itself draws closer all household 
ties Their own labours, as generally in respectable 
English services, were finished for the most part by 
two o'clock, and as the hours of evening drew nearer, 
wnen the fnaster's return might be looked for without 
fall, beautiful was the smile of anticipation upon the 
gentle features of the mistress even more beautiful 
the reflex of that smile, half-unconscious, and half- 
repressed, upon the features of the sympathising 
hand-maidens One child, a little girl of two years 

old, had then crowned the happiness of the K-s 

She naturallf lent her person at all times, and 
apparently *in all places at once, to the improve¬ 
ment of the family groups My brother and myself, 
who had been trained from infancy to the courteous 
treatment of servants, filled up a vacancy in the 
graduated scale of Ascending ages, and felt m varying 
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degrees the depth of a peace which we could not 
adequately understand or appreciate Bad tempers 
there were none amongst us, nor any opening for 
personal jealousies, nor, through the privilege of our 
common youth, either angry ^collections breathing 
froiii the past, or fretting anxieties gathering from the 
future The spirit of hope and the spirit pf peace 
(so it sefcmed to me, when looking back upon this 
profound calm) had, for their own enjoyment, united 
in * a sisterly league to blow a solitary bubble ot 
visionary happiness—and to sequester from the un¬ 
resting hurricanes of life one solitary household oi 
eight persons within a four months 1 lull, as it within 
some Arabian tent on some untrodden wilderness, 
withdrawn from human intrusion, or even from 
knowledge, by worlds of mist and vapour 

llow deep was that lull I and yet, as in a human 
atmosphere, how frail I Did the visionary bubble 
burst at once? Not so but silently and b^ measured 
steps, like a dissolving palace of snow, it collapsed 
In the superb expression o/ Shakespeare, minted by 
himself, and drawn from his own aerial fancy, like 
a cloud it 11 dnhmncd” , lost its lineaments by stealthy 
steps Already the word “ pttrttng" (for myself J'nd 
my ^brother were under summons for Bath) hoisted 
the first signal for breaking up Next, Snd not very 
long afterwards, came a mixed signal alternate words 
of joy and grief—marriage and death severed the 
sisterly union amongst the young female servants 
Then, thirdly, but many years later, vanished from 
earth, and from peace the deepest that can support 
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itself on earth, summoned to a far deeper peaces the 
mistress of the household herself, together with her 
first-born % child Some years later, perhaps twenty 
from this time, as I stood sheltering myself from rain 
in a $hop within th» most public street of Manchester, 
the master of the establishment drew my attention 
to a gentleman on the opposite side of the street— 
roaming along in a reckless style of movement, and 
apparently insensible to the notice which he attracted 
“That/’ said the master of the shop, 14 was once a 
leading merchant in our town , but he met with great 
commercial embarrassments There was no impeach¬ 
ment of his integrity, or (as I believe) of his discre¬ 
tion But what with these commercial calamities, and 
deaths in his family, he lost all hope, and you see 
what sort of consolation it is that he seeks ”—meaning 
to say that his style of walking argued intoxication 
1 did not think so There was a settled misery in 
his ej*e, "but complicated with that an expression of 
nervous distraction, that, if it should increase, would 
make life an intolerably burden I never saw him 
again, and thought with horror of his being called 
in old age to face the fierce tragedies of life For 
many reasons, I recoiled from forcing myself upon his 
notice but I had ascertained, some time previously 
to this cdsiA.1 rencontre, that he and myself were, at 
that date," all that? remained of the once joyous house 
hold At present, and for many a year, I am myself 
the sole relic from that household sanctuary—sweet, 
solemn, profound-^that concealed, as in some ark 
floating on solitary seas, eight persons, since called 
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away, all except myself, one after one, to that rest 
which only could be deeper than ours was then 

When I left the K-s, I left Manchester, and 

during the next three years I was sent to two very 
different schools, first, to a public one—viz r the 
Bath Grammar School, then and since famous for 
its excellence — secondly, to a private school in 
Wiltshire At the end of the three years, I found 
myself once again in Manchester I was then fifteen 
years old, and a trifle more, and as it had come to 
the knowledge of Mr G, a banker in Lincolnshire 
(whom hitherto I have omitted to notice amongst my 
guardians, as the one too generally prevented from 
interfering by his remoteness from the spot, but whom 
otherwise I should have recorded with honour, as 
by much the ablest amongst them), that some 
pecuniary advantages were attached to a residence 
at the Manchester Grammar School, whilst in other 
respects that school seemed as eligible as afiy tother, 
he had counselled my mother to send me thither 
In fact, a three years' residence at this school obtained 
an annnal allowance for seven years of nearly (if not 
quite) which sum, added to my own patrimonial 

income of ^£150, would have" made up the annual 
£200 1 ordinarily considered the proper allowance for 
an Oxford under - graduate No objection arising 
from any quarter, this plan was adopted, and soon 
afterwards carried into effect 

On a day, therefore, it was in the closing autumn 
(or rather in the opening winter) ©f 1800 that my 
first introduction took place to k the Manchester 
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Grammar School The school-room showed alr&dy 
in its ample proportions some hint of its pretensions 
as an endowed school, or school of that class which 
I believe peculiar to England To this limited extent 
had the architectural sense of power been tipndly 
and parsimoniously invoked Beyond that, nothing 
had been attempted , and the dreary expanse of 
whitewashed walls, that at so small a cost might have 
been embellished by plaster-of-Puris friezes and large 
medallions, illustrating to the eye of the youthful 
student the most memorable glorifications gf ♦iterature 
—these were bare as the walls of a poor-house or a 
lazaretto, buildings whose functions, as thoroughly 
sad and gloomy, the mind recoils from drawing into 
relief by sculpture or painting But this building was 
dedicated to purposes that were noble The naked 
w r alls clamoured for decoration and how easily might 
tablets have been moulded — exhibiting (as a first 
homage to literature) Athens, with the wisdom of 
Athens, in the person of Pisistratus, concentrating the 
general energies upon the revisal and the re-casting 
of the Iliad Or (second) the Athenian captives 
m Sicily, withm the fifth century bc, as winning 
noble mercy for themselves by some 

Repeated air 
0 £ sad Electra's poet 

Such, and so sudden, had bees the oblivion of earthly 
passions wrought by the contemporary poet of Athens 
that m a moment*the wrath of Sicily, with all its 
billows, ran down into a heavenly calm, and he that 
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coirid plead for his redemption no closer relation to 
Euripides than the accident of recalling some scatter¬ 
ings from his divine verses, suddenly found flhis chains 
dropping to the ground, and himself, that in the 
morning had risen a despairing 1 slave in a stone- 
quarry, translated at once as a favoured brother into 
a palace of Syracuse Or, again, how e*isy to 
represent (third) “the great Emathian conqueror,” 
that in the very opening of his career, whilst visiting 
Thebes with vengeance, nevertheless relented at the 
thought (if literature, and 

Bade spare 

The house of Pindarus, when Temple and tower 

Went to the ground 

Alexander might have been represented amongst tne 
colonnades of some Persian capital — Ecbatana or 
Babylon, Susa or Persepohs—in the act of receiving 
from Greece, ai> a nuzzur more awful than anything 
within the gift of the “barbaric East,” a jewelled 
casket containing the Iliad and the Odyssey, creations 
that already have lived almost as long as the Pyramids 
Puritanically bald and odious therefore, in my eyes, 
was the hall up which my guaVdian and myself paced 
solemnly—though not Miltonically “nding up to the 
Soldan’s chair,” yet in fact, within a More limited 
kingdom, advancing to the chair ol a morfe absolute 
despot This potentate was the head - master, or 
archididascalus , of the Manchester Grammar School, 
and that school was variously distinguished It was 
(i) ancient, having in fact been founded by a bishop 
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of Exeter in an early part of the sixteenth century, so 
as to be now, m 1856, more than 330 years old , (2) it 
was rich,'and was annually growing richer, and (3) 
it was dignified by a beneficial relation to the magnificent 
University of Oxford* # 

The head-master at that time was Mr Charles Lawson 
In former editions of this work, I created him a doctor, 
my object being to evade too close an approach to the 
realities of the case, and consequently to personalities, 
which (though indifferent to myself) would have been 
in gome cases displeasing to others A ^lo&or, how¬ 
ever, Mr Lawson was not r nor in the account of law 
a clergyman Yet most people, governed unconsciously 
by the associations surrounding their composite idea 
of a dignified schoolmaster, invested him with the 
clerical character And in realitv he had taken deacon’s 
orders in the Chuich of England Hut not the Lss 
he held himself to be a layman, and was addressed as 
such by all his correspondents ol rank, uho might be 
supposed best to understand the technical rules ol 
English etiquette Etiquette in such cases cannot 
entirely detach itselt from law Now, in English law, 
was shown in Horne 'looke’s case, the rule is, once 
a clergyman , and always a clergyman The sabred 
character wUh which ordination clothes a man is in¬ 
delible But, on the other hand, who is a clergyman ? 
Not he tliat has 'taken simply the initial orders of a 
deacon, so at least I have heard, but he that has taken 
the second and full orders of a priest If otherwise, 
then there was a # great mistake current amongst Mr 
Lawson’s friends in addressing him as an esquire 



58 


CONFESSIONS OF 


Squire or not a squire, however, parson or not a 
parson—whether sacred or profane—Mr Lawson was 
in some degree interesting by his position and'tois recluse 
habits Life was over with him, for its hopes and 
for its trials Or at most one tnal yet awaited* him. 
which was—to fight with a painful malady, and fighting 
to die He still had his djing to do he was ift arrear 
as to that else all was finished It struck me (but, with 
such limited means for judging, I might easily he wroner) 
that his understanding was of a narrow order But 
that did'not disturb the interest which surrounded him 
now in his old age (probably seventy-five, or more), 
nor make any drawbacks from the desire I had to soell 
backwards and re-compose the text of his life What 
had been his fortunes in this world ? Had tbev 
travelled upwards or downwards ? What tP'jmphs 
had he enjoyed in the sweet and solemn cloisters of 
Oxford ? What mortifications in the harsh world out¬ 
side? Two only had survived in the malicious traditions 
of “ his friends ” He was a Jacobite (as were so many 
amongst my dear Lancastrian* 1 compatriots) ; had drunk 
the Pretender's health, and had drunk it in company 
with that Dr Byrom who had graced the symposium by 
the famous equivocating impromptu* to the health of 

* 14 'Equivocating impromptu M —The party hack gathered in a 
tumultuary way, so that some Capulets had m;ngled with 
the Montagues, one of whom called upon Dr Byrom to 
drink The King, God bless him / and Confusion to the Pretender t 
Upon which the doctor sang out. 

14 God bless the king, of church and state defender; 

God bless (no harm in blessing) the Pretender t 
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that prince Mr. Lawson had therefore been obliged 
to witness the final prostration of his political party 
That was Ins earliest mortification His second, about 
seven years later, was, that he had been jilted, and 
with oircumstances (at least so I heard) of cruel scorn 
Was it that he had interpreted in a sense too flattering 
for himself ambiguous expressions of favour in the 
lady? or that she in cruel caprice had .disowned the 
hopes which she had authorised ? However this might 
be, half a century of soothing and reconciling jears 
had m cicatrised the wounds of Mr Lawson's Jieart The 
lady of 1752, if living in iSoo, must be furiously 
wrinkled And a strange metaphysical question arises 
Whether, when the object of an impassioned love has her¬ 
self faded into a shadow, the fiery passion itself can still 
survive as an abstraction, still mourn over its wrongs, 
still clamour for redress I have heard of such cases 
In Wordsworth’s poem of Ruth (which was founded, 
as I happen to know, upon facts), it is recorded as an 
affecting incident, that, some months after the first 
frenzy of her disturbed mind had given way to medical 


But who Pretender is, and who the King— 

9 God bless us all l trial’s quite another thing " 

Dr Byrom i^s otherwise funous than as a Jacobite—viz, 
as the author of a very elaborate shorthand, which (according 
to some wTio have Examined ;it) rises even to a philosophic 
dignity David Hartley in particular said of it “that, if 
ever a philosophic language (as projected by Bishop Wilkins, 
by Leibnitz, etc ) should be brought to bear, in that case 
Dr Byrom’s work wpuld furnish the proper character for its 
notation. >v 
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treatment, and had lapsed into a gentler form of lunacy, 
she was dismissed from confinement, and upon finding 
herself uncontrolled among the pastoral scelies where 
she played away her childhood, she gradually fell 
back^to the original habits of her'life whilst yet undis¬ 
turbed by sorrow Something similiar had happened 
to Mr Lawson, and some time after his firsts shock, 
amongst other means for effacing that deep-grooved 
impression, he had laboured to replace himself, as 
much as was possible, in the situation of a college 
student c l£ this effort he was assisted considerably 
by the singular arrangement of the house attached 
to his official station For an English house it was 
altogether an oddity, being, in fact, built upon a Roman 
plan All the rooms on both storeys had tjieir windows 
looking down upon a little central court This court was 
quadrangular, but so limited in ns dimensions, that by a 
Roman it would have been regarded as the impluvtum 
for Mr Lawson, however, with a little exertion ol 
fancy, it transmuted itself into a college quadrangle 
Here, therefore, were held “the daily 14 callings-over," 
at which every student was obliged to answer 
upon being named And thus the unhappy man, ^re¬ 
newing continually the fancy that he was still standing 
in an Oxford quadrangle, perhaps cheated himself 
into the belief that all had been a dream which con¬ 
cerned the caprices of the lady, and the lady herself 
a phantom College usages also, which served to 
strengthen this fanciful alibi—such, for instance, as the 
having two plates arranged before 4 him at dinner (one 
for the animal, the other for the vegetable, food)—were 
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reproduced in Millgate One sole luxury also, some¬ 
what costly, which, like most young men of easy income, 
he had aftowed himself at Oxford, was now retained 
long after it had become practically useless This 
was a«hunter for hirAself, and another tor his groom, 
which he continued to keep, in spite of the increasing 
war-taxes, many a year after he had almost ceased to 
ride Once in three or four months he would have 


the horses saddled and brought out Then, with 
siderable effort, he swung himself into the sa 


con- 

&ile, 


movfd off at a quiet amble, and, m about fifteen or 
twenty minutes, might be seen returning from an 


excursion of two miles, under the imagination that 


he had laid in a slock of exercise sufficient for another 


period of a hundred days Meantime Mr Lawson 
had sought his mam consolation in the great classics 
of elder days His senior alumni were always working 
their way # through some great scenic poet that had 
shaken* the stage of Athens, and more than one of 
his classes, never ending, still beginning, were daily 
solacing him with the gaieties of Horace, in his Epistles 
or in his Satires The Horatian jests indeed to him 
n^yer grew old On coming to the plagosus Orbtltus , 
or any other sally of pleasantry, he still threw hurself 
back in his ^arm-chair, as he had done through fifty 
years, with what seemed heart-shaking bursts of sym¬ 
pathetic merriment" Mr Lawson, indeed, could afford 
to be sincerely mirthful over the word plagosus There 
are gloomy tyrants, exulting in the discipline of fear, 
to whom and to tfhose pupils this word must call up 
remembrances too degrading for any but affected mirth 
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AlLisions that are too fearfully personal cease to be 
subjects of playfulness Sycophancy only it is that 
laughs, and the artificial memment is but tte language 
of shrinking and grovelling deprecation Different, 
indeed, was the condition of the ’Manchester Grammar 
School It was honourable both to the masters and 
the upper boys, through whom only such a remit was 
possible, that, in that school, during my knowledge of 
it (viz , during the closing year of the eighteenth century, 
an<t the two opening years of the nineteenth), all punish¬ 
ments, that appealed to the sense of bodily pain, 4 had 
fallen into disuse, and this at a ptriod long before 
any public agitation had begun to stir in that duection 
How then was discipline maintained? It was main 
tamed through the self-discipline of the senior boys, 
and through the efficacy of their example, combined 
with their system of rules Noble are the impulses 
of opening manhood, where they are not utterly ignoble: 
at that period, I mean, when the poetic sense 1 begins 
to blossom, and when boys are first made sensible ot 
the paradise that lurks in ft male smiles Had the 
school been entirely a day-school, too probable it is 
that the vulgar brawling tendencies of boys left to 

4 ■ 

themselves would have pre\aih*d But it happened 
that the elder section of the school—those on the brink 
of manhood, and by incalculable degrees the more 
scholar-like section, all who read, meditated, or began 
to kindle into the love of literature—were boarders m 
Mr Lawson’s house The students, therefore, of the 
house carried an overwhelming influence into the school 
They were bound together by links of brotherhood; 
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whereas the day-scholars were disconnected Over 
and above this, it happened luckily that there was no 
playground not the smallest, attached to the school, 
that is, none was attached to the upper or grammar 
school Hut there was also, and resting on the same 
liberal endowment, a lower school, where the whole 
machinery of teaching was applied to the lowest 
mechanical accomplishments of reading^ ahd writing 
The hall in which this servile business was conducted ran 
under the upper school, it was, therefore, I presume, 
a subterraneous duplicate of the upper hall And, since 
the upper rose only by two or three feet above the 
level of the neighbouring streets, Lhe lower school should 
naturally have been at a great depth below these streets 
In that case it would be a dark crypt, such as we see 
under some cathedrals, and it would have argued 
a singular want of thoughtfulness in the founder to 
have laid one part of his establishment under an 
origin*! curse of darkness As the access to this 
plebeian school lay downwards through long flights 
of steps, I never found surplus energy enough for in¬ 
vestigating the problem But, as the ground broke 
away precipitously at that point into lower levels, I 
presume, upon consideration, that the subterranean 
crypt will be found open on one side to visitations 
from sun and moon So that, for this base mechanic 
school there may* after all have been a playground 
But for ours in the upper air, I repeat, there was none; 
not so much as would have bleached a lady’s pocket- 
handkerchief, and •tins one defect carried along with 
it unforeseen advantages 
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\otd Bacon it is who notices the subtle policy which 
may lurk in the mere external figure of a table A 
square table, having an undeniable head aiyj foot, two 
polar extremities of what is highest and lowest, a 
perihelion and an aphelion, together with eqi^tonal 
sides f , opens at a glance a large career to ambition, 
whilst a cm ular table sternly represses all such aspiring 
dreams, alid so does a triangular table Yet, if the 
triangle should be pght-angled, then the Lucifer seated 
at Lie r.ght angle might argue that he subtended all 
the tenets Oi the hypothenuse, being, therefore, as 
much nobler than they as Atlas was nobler than the 
globe which he carried It was, by the way, some 
arrangement of this nature which constituted the 
original feature of distinction in John o' Groat's house, 
and not at all (as most people suppose) the hign 
northern latitude of this house John, it seems, 
finished the feuds for precedency, not by legislating 
this way or that, but by cutting away the possibility 
of such feuds through the assistance of a round 
table The same principle f must have guided King 
Arthur amongst his knights, Charlemagne amongst 
his paladins, and sailors in their effectual distribution 
of the peril attached to a mthinous remonstrance Ly 
the admirable device of a 11 round-robin ” Even two 
little girls, as Harrington remarks m his Vceana , have 
oftentimes hit upon an expedient, throbgh pure 
mother-wit, more effectual than all the schools of 
philosophy could have suggested, for insuring the 
impartial division of an orange, which expedient is 
that either of the two shall divide, but then that 
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the other shall have the right of choice You divide, 
and I choose Such is the formula, and an angel 
could nol^ devise a more absolute guarantee for the 
equity of the division than by thus forcing the divider 
to become the inheritor of any possible disadvantages 
that he may have succeeded m creating by his* own 
act of # division In all these cases one seemingly 
trivial precaution opens, in the next # sta^je, into a 
world ol irresistible consequences And, in our case, 
an eilect not less disproportionate tollowed oill of 
that one accident, apparently so slight, that we had 
no playgiound We of the seniority, who* by thought¬ 
fulness, and the conscious dignity ot dealing largely 
with literature, were already indisposed to boyish 
sports, found through the defect of a playground, that 
our choice and our pride were also our necessity 
Even the proudest of us benefited by that coercion 
for many would else have sold their privilege of pride 
for a» hfbur’s amusement, and have become, at least, 
occasional conformists A day more than usually 
fine, a trial of skill mqre than usually irritating to 
the sense of special superiority, would have seduced 
most of us in the end into the surrender of our 
exclusive ness Indiscriminate familiarity would have 
iollowed as an uncontrollable result, since to mingle 
with others* in common acts of business may leave 
the sense* of reserte undisturbed but all reserve gives 
way before a common intercourse in pleasure As it 
was, what with our confederation through house- 
membership, what* with our reciprocal sympathies m 
the problems suggested by books, we had become a 
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club of "boys (amongst whom might be four or five 
that were even young men, counting eighteen or 
nineteen years) altogether as thoughtful aiyd as self- 
respecting as can often exist even amongst adults 
Even the subterraneous school attributed something 
to our self-esteem It formed a subordinate section 
of our own establishment, that kept before oiy eyes, 
by force 6f contrast, the dignity inherent in our 
own constitution Its object was to master humble 
accomplishments that were within the reach of mechanic 
efforts everything mechanic is limited, whereas we 
felt that our object, even if our name of grammar 
school presented that object in what seemed too 
limited a shape, was substantially noble, and tended 
towards the infinite But in no long time I came 
to ?ee that, as to the name } we were all oi us under 
a mistake Being asked what a grammar school 
indicates, what it professes to teach, there is scarcely 
any man who would not reply, “Teach? wJiy, it 
teaches grammar, what else?” But this is a mistake- 
as I have elsewhere explained, grammatica in this 
combination does not mean grammar (though grammar 
also obeys the movements of a most subtle philos¬ 
ophy), but literature Look Jhto Suetonius Those 
11 grammatict” whom he memorialises as an order 
of men flocking to Rome in the days of*'the Flavian 
family, were not grammarians at ill, but what the 
French by a comprehensive name style litterateurs — 
that is, they were men who (i) studied literature, 
(2) who taught literature, (3) who practically produced 
literature And, upon the whole, grammatica is 



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 6j 

perhaps the least objectionable Latin equivalent? for 
our word literature 

Havings thus sketched the characteristic points dis¬ 
tinguishing the school and the presiding master (for 
of n^sters, senior and junior, there were four in this 
upper school), I return to my own inaugural examina¬ 
tion # On this day, memorable to myself, as furnishing 
the starting-point for so long a senes ot jlays, saddened 
by haughty obstinacy on one side, made effective by 
folly on the other, no sooner had my guardian retired 
than Mr Lawson produced from his desk • volume 
of \he Spectator, and. instructed me to tflrow into as 
good Latin as I could some paper of Steele's—not 
the whole, but perhaps a third part No better exercise 
could have been devised for testing the extent of my 
skill as a Latinist. And here I ought to make an 
exulanation In the previous edition of these Con¬ 
fessions , writing sometimes too rapidly, and with little 
precision*in cases of little importance, I conveyed an 
impression which I had not designed with regard to 
the true nature of my pretensions as a Grecian , and 
something of the same correction will apply to that 
narrower accomplishment which was the subject of 
nfy present examination Neither in Greek nor in 
Latin was my Knowledge very extensive, my age made 
that lmpossiBle, and especially because in those days 
there were* no deceit guides through the thorny jungles 
of the Latin language, far less of the Greek When 
I mention that the Port Royal Greek Grammar trans¬ 
lated by Dr Nugent was about the best key extant 
m English to the # innumerable perplexities of Greek 
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diction and that, for the res metfica , Morell’s valuable 
Thesaurus , having then never been reprinted, was rarely 
to be seen, the reader will conclude that a schoolboy’s 
knowledge of Greek could not be other than slender 
Slender indeed was mine Yeti stop * what was 
slender ? Simply my knowledge of Greek, for that 
knowledge slrttches by tendency to the infinite, but 
not, therefore, my command of Greek The knowledge 
of Greek must always hold some gross proportion to 
the time spent upon it —probably, therefore, to the 
age of the student, but the command over a language, 
the power of adapting it plastically to the expression 
of your own thoughts, is almost exclusively a gift of 
nature, and has very little connection with time 
Take the supreme trinity of Greek scholars that 
flourished between the English Revolution of 1688 
and the beginning of the nineteenth century—which 
trinity I suppose to be, confessedly, Bentley, Valckenaer, 
and Porson such are the men, it will be generally 
fancied, whose aid should be invoked, in the event of 
our needing some eloquent Greek inscription on a 
public monument I am of a different opinion The 
greatest scholars have usually proved to be the poorest 
composers in either of the classic languages Sixiy 
years ago, we had, from four separate doctors, four 
separate Greek versions of Gray’s Elegy , all unworthy 
of the national scholarship Yet onte of these doctors 
was actually Porson’s predecessor in the Greek chair 
at Cambridge But, as he (Dr Cooke) was an obscuTi 
man, take an undeniable Grecian, «of punctilious pre 
ctsion — viz., Richard Dawes, the well - known authoi 



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 


r 9 

of the Miscellanea Ciitica This man, a very martinet 
} in the delicacies of Greek composition—and who should 

I have been g. Greek scholar of some mark, since often 
enough he flew at the throat of Richard Bentley— 
wrote and published % specimen of a Greek Paradise 
Lost, and also two more sycophantic idyls addressed 
to George II on the death of his "august" papa 
It is difficult to imagine anything meaner m Conception 
or more childish in expression than these attempts 
Now, agamst them I will stake m competition a c<Tpy 
of iambic verses by a boy, who died, I bel^fve, at 
sixtedh—viz f a son of Mr Pitt’s tutor, TomlTne, Bishop 
of Winchester* Universally I contend that the faculty 
of clothing the thoughts in a Greek dress is a function 
of natural sensibility, in a great degree disconnected 
from the extent or the accuracy of the writer’s gram¬ 
matical skill m Greek 

^ These explanations are too long The reader will 
understand? as their sum, that what I needed in such 

• “-4 copy of iambic verses * —They vtill be found in the 
woik on the Greek article b) Middleton, Bishop of Calcutta, 
who was the hoys tutor On this occasion I would wish to 
obsyve that veises like Da}\ess, meant to mimic Homer or 
Theocritus, or more gnu tally tHrtyhc hexameters, are pei- 
fectly useless as tests of power to think ficely in Greek If 
such verses arc*cxa mined, it will be lound that the orchestral 
magnificence*of the m»tre, nnd the sonorous cadence of each 
separate line, absolutely force upon the thoughts a mere 
necessity of being discontinuous From this signal defect 
onlj iambic senaru arc free, Lhis metre possessing a power 
of plastic interfusion surfllar in kind, though inferior in dcg-ce, 
to the English blank verse when Miltomcally written 
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a case was f not so much a critical familiarity with the 
syntax of the language, or a copia verborum , as great 
agility in reviewing the relations of one idea to another, 
so as to present modern and unclassical objects under 
such aspects as might suggest periphrases in substitu¬ 
tion for direct names, where names could not be had, and 
everywhere to colour my translation with as rich a display 
of idiomauc forms as the circumstances of the case would 
allow I succeeded, and beyond my expectation For 
once—being the first time that he had been known to do 
such a > thing, but also the very last—Mr Lawson did 
absolutely pay me a compliment And with auothei 
compliment more than verbal he crowned his gracious 
condescensions—viz , with my provisional instalment in 
his highest class , not the highest at that moment, since 
there was one other class above us, but this other was 
on the wing for Oxford within some few weeks, which 
change being accomplished, we (viz, I and two others) 
immediately moved up into the supreme place , 

Two or three days after this examination—viz, on 
the Sunday following—I transferred myself to head¬ 
quarters at Mr Lawson’s house About nine o’clock 
in the evening, I was conducted by a servant up a 
shoit flight of stairs, through a senes of gloomy and 
unfurnished little rooms, having small windows but 
no doors, to the common room (as in Oxford it would 
technically be called) of the senior boys Everything 
had combined to depress me To leave the society 
of accomplished women —that was already a signal 
privation The season besides was rainy, which in 
itself is a sure source of depression, and the forlorn 
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aspect of the rooms completed my dejection ^ut 
the scene changed as the door was thrown open faces 
kindling with animation became visible, and from a 
company ot boys, numbering sixteen or eighteen, 
scattered about the room, two or three, whose a|fe 
entitled* them to the rank of leaders, came forward to 
receive me with a courtesy which I had not looked for 
The grave kindness and the absolute sincerity of their 
manner impressed me most favourably *1 had lived 
familiarly with boys gathered from all quarters of *he 
island at the Bath Grammar School and for some time 
(when visiting Lord Altamont at Eton) wfch tioys of 
the highest aristocratic pretensions At B ith and at 
Eton, though not equally, there prevailed a tone of 
higher polish, and m the an, speech, deportment of 
the majority could be tinted at once a premature know¬ 
ledge of the world They had indeed the advantage 
>over my new friends in graceful self-possession, but, 
on the other hand, the best of them suffered by com¬ 
parison with these Manchester boys lfi the qualities 
of visiBIe self-restraint and ol self-respect At Eton, 
high rank was distributed pretty liberally but in the 
Manchester school the parents of many boys were 
axtivans, or of that rank^ some even had sisters that 
weie menial servants, and those who stood higher by 
pretensions of dbirth and gentle blood were, at the most* 
the sons of aural gentry or of clergymen And I believe 
that, with the exception of three or four brothers, 
belonging to a clergyman's family at York, all were, 
like myself, natives of Lancashire At that time my 
experience was too limited to warrant me in expressing 
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any opinion, one way or the other, upon the relative 
pretensions — moral and intellectual — of the several 
provinces in our island But since then 1 have seen 
reason to agree with the late Dr Cooke Taylor in 
awarding the pre-eminence, as regards energy, power to 
taCL suffering, and other high qualities, to the' natives 
of Lancashire Even a century back, they were dis¬ 
tinguished for the culture of refined tastes In musical 
skill and sensibility, no part of Europe, with the ex¬ 
ception ot a few places in Germany, could pretend to 
rival them and, accordingly, even in Handel's days, 
but for'the chorus-singers from Lancashire, his oratorios 
must have remained a treasure, if not absolutely sealed, 
at any rate most impeKectly revealed 

One of the young men, noticing my state of dejection, 
brought out some brandy—a form of alcohol which I, 
for my part, tasted now for the first time, having 
previously taken only wine, and never once in 
quantities to affect my spirits So much L the greater 
was my astonishment at the rapid change worked in 
my state of feeling—a change which at once reinstalled 
me in my natural advantages for conversation Towards 
this nothing was wanting but a question of sufficient 
interest And a question rrose naturally out c f a 
remark addressed by one of the boys to myself, imply¬ 
ing that perhaps I had intentionally tirr^d my arrival 
so as to escape the Sunday evenyig exercise. No, I 
replied, not at all, what was that exercise? Simply 
an off-hand translation from the little work of Grotius * 
on the Evidences of Christianity Did I know the 
# Entitled De Ventate Christiana Religion is 
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book? No, I did not, all the direct knowledge whi^h 
I had of Grotius was built upon his metrical trans¬ 
lations into Latin of various fragments surviving from 
the Greek seem cal poets, and these translations had 
struck me as exceedyigly beautiful On the other 
hand, h?s work of highest pretension, De Jure Belli et 
Pacts, so signally praised by Lord Bacon, I had not 
read at all, but I had hea*d such an accoAnt of it 
from a very thoughtful person as made it probable that 
Grotius was stronger, and felt himself stionger, Gn 
literary than on philosophic ground Thei^ with 
regard* to his little work on the Mosaic an 9 Christian 
levelulions, I had heard very clisuaraging opinions 
about it, two especially One amounted to no more 
than this—that the question wa* argued with a logic 
far inferior, in point of cogency, to that of Lardner 
and Paley Here several boys interposed their loud 
Nassent, as regarded l 3 aley m Y ,artlcu ^ ar Paley's 
Evidences 4 at that time just seven years old, had 
already become a subject of study amongst them 
Bui the* other objection impeached not so much the 
dialectic acuteness as the learning of Grotius—at least, 
the appropriate learning According to the anecdote 
current upon this subject? Dr Edward Pococke, the 
great Oriental scholar of England in the seventeenth 
century, when tailed upon to translate the little work 
of Grotius into Arabic or Turkish, had replied by 
pointing to the idle legend of Mahomet’s pigeon or 
dove, as a reciprocal messenger between the prophet 
and heaven—which Jpgend had been accredited and 
adopted by Grotius m the blindest spirit of credulity 
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Such a baseless fable, Pococke alleged, would work a 
double mischief not only it would rum the authority 
of that particular book in the Ea^t, but would damage 
Christianity for generations, by making known to 
the followers of the Prophet Jhat their Master was 
unuervalued amongst the Franks on the authority of 
nursery tales, and that these tales were accredited by 
the leading Frankish scholars 

A twofold result of evil would follow not only would 
out Christian erudition and our Christian scholars be 
scandalously disparaged, a consequence that in some 
cases migiit not be incompatible with a sense anlongst 
Mahometans that the strength of Christianity itself was 
left unaffected by the errors and blunders of its 
champions, but, secondly, there would be in this case 
a strong reaction against Christianity itself Plausibly 
enough it would be inferred that a vast religious phil¬ 
osophy could have no powerful battery of arguments 
in reserve, when it placed its mam anti^Mdhometan 
reliance upon so childish a fable since, allowing even 
for a blameless assent to this fable amongst' nations 
having no direct intercourse with Mussulmans, still it 
would argue a shocking frailt) in Christianity that its 
main pleadings rested, not upon any strength oi its 
own, but simply upon a weakness in its antagonist 
At this point, when the cause of (Srotius seemed 

utterly desperate, G- (a boy whom subsequently I 

had reason to admire as equally courageous, truthful, 
and far-seeing) suddenly changed the whole field of 
view He offered no defence for the ridiculous fable 
of the pigeon, which pigeon, on the contrary, he 
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represented as drawing in harness with that Christian 
goose which at one time was universally believed by 
Mahometan^ to lead the vanguard of the earliest 
Crusaders, and which, in a limited extent, really had 
been a^true historical ^personage So far he gave up 
Grotius as indefensible But on the mam question, and 
the very # extensive question, of his apparent imbecility 
when collated with Paley, etc, suddenly ^ntl in one 
sentence he revolutionised the whole logic of that 
comparison Paley and Lardner, he said, what ifhs 
it that they sought! Their object was avowgdly to 
benefit by any argument, evidence, or [Resumption 
whatsoever, no matter whence drawn, so long as it 
was true or probable, and fitted to sustain the credibility 
of any element in the Christian creed Well, was not 
that obiect common to them and to Grotius? Not at 

alL Too often had he (the boy G-) secretly noticed 

\he abstinence of Grotius (apparently unaccountable) 
from cejJ:am obvious advantages of argument, not to 
suspect that, in narrowing his own field of disputation, 
he had* a deliberate purpose, and was moving upon 
the line of some very different policy Clear it was to 
him that Grotius, for some reason, declined to receive 
evidence except from one? special and limited class of 
witnesses Upon this, some of us laughed at such a 
self-linutation is a wild bravado, recalling that rope' 

1 dancing feat of some verse-wnters who, through each 
several stanza in its turn, had gloried in dispensing with 
I some one separate consonant, some vowel, or some 
J diphthong, and thu% achieving a triumph such as 
| crowns with laurel that pedestrian athlete who wins 
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O' race by hopping on one leg, or wins it under the 
inhuman condition of confining both legs within a 

sack iC No, no,” impatiently interrupted G- “All 

such fantastic conflicts with self-created difficulties 
terminate in pure ostentatior, and profit nobody 
But the self-imposed limitations of Grotius had a 
special purpose, and realised a value not otherwise 
attainable" If Grotius accepts no arguments ot pre¬ 
sumptions except from Mussulmans, from Infidels, or 
from those who rank as Neutrals, then has he adapted 
his book to a separate and peculiar audience The 
Neutral man 'will hearken to authorities notoriously 
Neutral, Mussulmans will show deference to the state¬ 
ments of Mussulmans, the Sceptic will bow to the 
reasonings of Scepticism All these persons, that would 
have been repelled on the very threshold from such 
testimonies as begin in a spirit of hostility to themselves, 
will listen thoughtfully to suggestions offered in a spirit 
of conciliation, much more so if offered by people 
occupying the same ground at starting as themselves 

At the cost of some disproportion, I have ventured 
to rehearse this inaugural conversation amongst the 

leaders of the school Whether G- were entirely 

correct in this application of a secret key to the C little 
work of Grotius, I do not know I take blame to 
myself that I do not, for I also must have been 
called upon for my quota to the Stinday evening studies 
on the Dt Vcntatc, and must therefore have held in my 
hands the ready means for solving the question * 

* Some excuse, however, for my 1 own want of energy is 
suggested by the fact that very soofl after my matriculation 
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Meantime, as a solitary act of silent observation fh 

a boy not fifteen, this deciphering idea of G- 9 s, 

in direct re^stance to the received idea, extorted my 
admiration, and equally, whether true or false as 
regarded the immediate fact That any person, # in 
the very middle storm of chase, when a headlong 
movement carries all impulses into one current, should 
in the twinkling of an eye recall himself to tlie unex¬ 
pected “ doubles ” of the game, wheel as that wheels, 
and sternly resist the instincts of the one preoccupying 
assumption, argues a sagacity not often hg^rd* of in 

boyhood Was G- right? In that case he picked 

a lock which others had failed to pick Was he wrong? 
In that case he sketched the idea and outline of a 
better work (better, as more original and more special 
in its seivice) than any which Grotius has himself 
accomplished 

Not, however, the particular boy, but the particular 
school, it? was my purpose, in this place, to signalise 
for praige and gratitude In after years, when an 
under-graduate at Oxford, l had an opportunity of 
reading as it were m a mirror the characteristic pre¬ 
tensions and the average success of many celebrated 

schools Such a mirror I found in the ordinary 

* 

conversation and in the favourite reading of young 

Mr Lawson ^libstitutecfr for Grotius, as the Sunday evening 
Lecture-book, Dr Clarke’s Commentary on the New Testa¬ 
ment. “Out of sight, out of mind”, and in that way only 
can I account for my own neglect to clear up the question. 
Or perhaps, after all, 1 * did clear it up, and in a long life- 
march subsequently may Lave dropped it by the wayside. 
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gownsmen belonging to the many different colleges 
of Oxford Generally speaking, each college had a 
filial connection (strict* or not strict) with some one 
or more of out great public schools These, for 
tupately for England, are diffused through all her 
counties and, as the mam appointments to the 
capital offices in such public schools are often vested 
by law in* Oxford or Cambridge, this arrangement 
guarantees a sound system of teaching, so that any 
failures in the result must presumably be due to the 
individual student Failures, on the whole, 1 do not 
suppose that there were Classical attainments, that 
might be styled even splendid, were not then, nor are 
now, uncommon And yet in one great feature many 
of those schools, even the very best, when thus 
tried by their fruits, left a painlul memento of failure, 
or rather not of failure as m relation to any purpose 
that they steadily recognised, but of wilful and *«- 
tentional disregard, as towards a purpose ahen from 
any duty of theirs or any task which they had ever 
undertaken—a fadure, namely, in relation to modern 
literature—a neglect to unroll its mighty charts. and 
amongst this modern literature a special neglect 
(such as seems almost brutal) of our own English 
literature, though pleading its patent of precedency 
in a voice so trumpet-tongued To* myself, whose 
homage ascended night and day towards the great 

• M Strict or not strict ” — In some colleges the claims of 
alumni from certain schools were absolute , in some, I believe, 
conditional, in others, again, concurrent with rival claims 
from favoured schools or favoured counties. 
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altars of English Poetry or Eloquence, it was shockntg 
and revolting to find in high-minded young country¬ 
men, burning with sensibility that Bought vainly for 
a corresponding object, deep unconsciousness of an 
all-sufficient object—nafnely, in that great inheritance 
of our literature which sometimes kindled enthusiasm 
in our public enemies How painful to see or to 
know that vast revelations of grandeur *and beauty 
are wasting themselves for ever—forests teeming with 
gorgeous life, floral wildernesses hidden inaccessibly , 
whilstj at the same time, in contraposition to that evil, 
behold a corresponding evil — viz, that with equal 
prodigality the great capacities of enjoyment are 
running also to waste, and are everywhere burning 
out unexercised—waste, in short, m the world of things 
enjoyable^ balanced by an equal waste in the organs 
and the machineries of enjoyment 1 This picture— 
would it not fret the heart of an Englishman? Some 
years (sfiy twenty) after the era of my own entrance 
at that. Oxford which then furnished me with records 
so painful of slight regard* to our national literature, 
behold at the court of London a Ftench ambassador, 
a njan of genius blazing (as some people thought) 
with nationality, but, in fact, with something inex¬ 
pressibly nobler and deeper — viz, patriotism For 
true and unaffected patriotism will show its love in a 
noble form \>y sincerity and truth But nationality, as 
I have alwa) s found, is mean, is dishonest, is un¬ 
generous , is incapable of candour, and, being con¬ 
tinually besieged with temptations to falsehood, too 
often ends by becoming habitually mendacious. This 
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Kenchman above all things valued literature his 
own trophies of distinction were all won upon that 
field and yet, when called upon to* review the 
literature of Europe, he found himself conscientiously 
coerced into making his work' a mere monument to 
the glory of one man, and that man the son of a 
hostile land The name of Milton, in his ' estimate, 
swallowed rip all others This Frenchman was 
Chateaubriand The personal splendour which sur¬ 
rounded him gave a corresponding splendour to his 
act because he, as an ambassador, was a 

representative man, this act might be interpreted as 
a representative act Ihe tutelary genius of France 
in this instance might be regarded as bending before 
that of England But homage so free, homage so 
noble, must be interpreted and received in a corre¬ 
sponding spirit of generosity It was not, like the 
testimony of Balaam on behalf of Israel, an unwilling 
submisMon to a hateful truth it was a concession, in 
the spirit of saintly magnanimity, to an interest of 
human nature that, as ?ach, transcended by many 
degrees all considerations merely national 

Now, then, with this unlimited devotion to one great 
luminary of our literary system emblazoned so con¬ 
spicuously m the testimony of a Frenchman—that is, 
of one trained, and privileged to be a public enemy— 
contrast the humiliating spectacle of young Englishmen 
suffered (so far as their training is concerned) to ignore 
the very existence of this mighty poet Do I mean, 
then, that it would have been advisable to place the 
Paradise Lost\ and the Paradise Regained\ and the 
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Sampson, in the library of schoolboys? By no meafts 
That mode of sensibility which deals with the Miltonic 
sublimity is § rarely developed in boyhood And these 
divine works should in prudence be reserved to the 
period «of mature maAhood But then it should^ be 
made known that they are so reserved, and upon 
what principle of reverential regard for tne poet him¬ 
self In the meantime, selections from Milton, from 
Dryden, from Pope, and many other wnlers, though 
not everywhere appreciable by those who have Tmt 
small^ experience of life, would not generally tr*.nsrtnd 
the intellect or sensibility of a boy sixteen or seventeen 
years* old And, beyond all other sections of literature, 
the two which I am going to mention are fitted (or 
might be fitted by skilful management) to engage the 
interest of those who are no longer boys, but have 
k reached the age which is presumable in English 
university matriculation — viz, the close of the 
eighteenth year Search through all languages, from 
Benare$ the mystical, and the banks of the Ganges, 
travelling westwards to the fountains of the Hudson, 
I deny that any two such bibltotheca for engaging 
youthful interest could be brought together as these 
two which follow — 

First, In contradiction to M Cousin’s recent audacious 
assertion (redeemed from the suspicion of mendacity 
simply by the extremity of ignorance on which it 
reposes) that we English have no tolerable writer of 
prose subsequent to Lord Bacon, it so happens that 
the seventeenth century, and specially that part of it 
concerned in this case—viz, the latter seventy years 
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(a'D 1628-1700) —produced the highest efforts of elo¬ 
quence (philosophic, but at the same tune rhetorical 
and impassioned, m a degree unknown t/> the prose 
literature of France) which our literature possesses, 
and^ not a line of it but is posterior to th* death 
of Lord Bacon Donne, Chillingworth, Sir Thomas 
Browne, Jeremy Taylor, Milton, South, Barra w, form 

if 

a pleiad^ a constellation of seven golden stars, such as 
no literature can match in their own class From these 
seven writers, taken apart from all their contemporaries, 
I wouki undertake to build up an entire body of 
philosophy * upon the supreme interests of humanity 
One error of M Cousin’s doubtless lay in overlooking 
the fact that all conceivable problems of philosophy can 
reproduce themselves under a theological mask and 
thus he had absolved himself from reading many 
English books, as presumably mere professional plead¬ 
ings of Protestant polemics, which are in fact mines 
inexhaustible of eloquence and philosophic speculation 
Secondly, A full abstract of the English Dram^t from 
about the year 1580 to the 1 period (say 1635 ) at which 
it was killed by the frost of the Puritanical spirit season¬ 
ing all flesh for the Parliamentary War No literature. 


# 41 Philosopny ' —At this point it is that the main mis¬ 
conception would arise Theology, and not philosophy, most 
people will fancy, is likely to form the staple of these writers 
But I have elsewhere maintained that Lhe mam bulk of 
English philosophy has always hidden itself in the English 
divinity In Jeremy Taylor, for instance, are exhibited all 
the practical aspects of philosophy , of philosophy as it bears 
upon Life, upon Ethics, and upon 1 ran^cendent Prudence —ue , 
briefly upon the Greek summum bonum. 
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not excepting even that of Athens, has ever presen^pd 
such a multiform theatre, such a carnival display, mask 
and anti-mask, of impassioned life—breathing, movmg, 
acting, suffering, laughing 

Quicquid agunt homrties—\otum, timor, ira, volupta^s, 
Gaudia, discuisus ,* 

—all this, but far more truly and adequately # than was 
or could be effected in that field of compflsition which 
the gloomy satirist contemplated—whatsoever, in fret, 
our medieval ancestors exhibited m their “Dance of 
Death,” drunk with tears and laughter—iwiy fiere be 
reviewed, scenically grouped, draped, and gorgeously 
coloured What other national drama can pretend to 
any competition with this? The Athenian has m a 
great proportion perished , the Roman was killed pre¬ 
maturely by the bloody realities of the amphitheatre, 
• as candlelight by daylight, the Spanish, even in the 
hands of Calderon, offers only undeveloped sketchings, 
and the Fiench, besides other and profounder objections, 
to whifch no justice had yet been done, lies under the 
signal disadvantage of not*having reached its meridian 
until sixty years (or two generations) after the English 
In reality, the great period of the English Drama was 
exactly closing as the French opened f consequently 

• “All that fs done by men—movements of prayer, p-inic, 
wrath, revels of th$ voluptuous, festivals of triumph, or 
gladiator&hip of the intellect —Ju-*enal % in the prefatory lines 
which rehearse the prevailing themes of his own Satires 
gathered in the gre it harvests of Rome 

t It 19 remarkable that in the period immediate!}' anterior 
to that of Corneille, tf stronger and more living nature was 
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the French lost the prodigious advantage for scemcal 
effects of a romantic and picturesque age This had 
vanished when the French theatre culminated, and 
the natural result was that the fastidiousness of French 
taste, by this time too powerfully developed, stifled or 
distorted the free movements of French genius 

I beg the reader’s pardon for this disproportioned 
digressionj into which I was hurried by my love for 
our great national literature, my anxiety to see it 
amrngst educational resources invested with a ministerial 
agency of far ampler character, but at all events to 
lodge a prvtest against that wholesale neglect of our 
supreme authors which leaves us open to the stinging 

struggling for utterance in French tragedy Guizot has cited 
from an early drama (I forget whether of Rotrou or of Hardy) 
one scene most thoroughly impassioned The situation is 
that of a prince who has fixed his love upon a girl of low 
birlli She is faithful and constant but the courtiers about 
the prince, for malicious purposes of then own, calumniate 
her the prince is deluded by the plausible air of the islanders 
which they disperse he believes them , but not with the 
result (anticipated by tlie courtieis) of dismissing the girl 
from his thoughts On the co'ntrary, he is haunted all the 
more morbidly by her image , and, in a scene which brings 
bcfoie us one of the vilest amongst these slanderers exerting 

t 4 

himself to the uttermost in drawing off the prince's thoughts 
to alien objects, we find the prince vainly attempting any 
self-control, vainly striving to attend, till he fu overruled by 
the tenderness of his sorrowing love into finding new occa¬ 
sions for awakening thoughts of the lost girl in the very words 
chiefly relied on for calling off his feelings from her image. 
The scene (as Guizot himself remarks) is thoroughly Shake¬ 
spearian , and 1 venture to think that this judgment would 
have been countersigned by Charles Lamb. 
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reproach of 11 treading daily with our clouted sho©n” 
(to borrow the words of Com us) upon that which high- 
minded foreigners regard as the one paramount jewel 
in our national diadem 

Tht^t reproach fell* heavily, as my own limited ex¬ 
perience inclined me to fear, upon most of our great 
public # schools, otherwise so admirably conducted * 
But from the Manchester Grammar Scljpof any such 
reproach altogether rebounded My very first con¬ 
versation with the boys had arisen naturally upon a 
casual topic, and had shown them to be tolerably 
familiar with the outline of the Christian polemics in 
the warfare with Jew, Mahometan, Infidel, and Sceptic. 
But this was an exceptional case, and naturally it 
happened that most of us sought for the ordinary sub¬ 
jects of oui conversational discussions in literature—viz f 
m our own native literature Here it was that I learned 
to ttel a deep respect for my new school-fellows deep 
it vias,#tffen, and a larger experience has made it 
deeper I have since known many literary men, 
men whose profession wa% literature, who were under¬ 
stood to have dedicated themselves to hteiature, and 
who sometimes had with some one special section or 
little nook of literaturl an acquaintance critically 

# It will strike everybody that such works as the Microiosm, 
conducted n&tonously A by Eton boys, and therefore, in part, by 
Canning as one of their leaders at that period, must have 
an admirable effect, since not only it must have made it the 
interest of each contributor, bui must even have made it his 
necessity, to cultivate some acquaintance with his native 
literature. 
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minute But amongst such men I have found but 
three or four who had a knowledge which came as 
near to what I should consider a comprehensive know¬ 
ledge as really existed amongst those boys collectively 
What one boy had not, anothe/ had, and thus, by 
continual intercourse, the fragmentary contribution of 
one being integrated by the fragmentary contributions 
of others, gradually the attainments of each separate 
individual became, in some degree, the collective 

pi 

attainments of the whole senior common room It 
is true, ^ undoubtedly, that some parts of literature 
were inaccessible, simply because the books were 
inaccessible to boys at school—tor instance, Froissart 
in the old translation by Lord Berners, now more than 
three centuries old, and some parts were, to the young, 
essentially repulsive But, measuring the general 
qualifications by that standard which I have since 
found to prevail amongst professional litterateurs , I 
felt more respectfully towards the majority cof my 
senior school-fellows than ever I had fancied it possible 
that I should find occasion to feel towards any boys 
whatever My intercourse with those amongst them 
who had any conversational talents greatly stimulated 
my intellect * 

This intercourse, however, fell within narrower limits 
soon after the time of my entrance I acknowledge, 
with deep self-reproach, that every 'possible'indulgence 
was allowed to me which the circumstances of the 
establishment made possible I had, for example, a 
private room allowed, in which I not only studied, 
but also slept at night The* room being airy 
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and cheerful, I found nothing disagreeable m \his 
double use of it Naturally, however, this means of 
retirement»tended to sequester me from my com¬ 
panions for, whilst liking the society of some amongst 
them, • I also had a * deadly liking (perhaps a morbid 
liking) for solitude To make my present solitude 
the more fascinating, my mother sent me five guineas 
extra, for the purchase of an admission to the 
Manchester Library , a library which I should nqf at 
present think very extensive, but which, however, bene- 
fited # in its composition, as also in its a£mirfistration, 
by the good sense and intelligence of some amongst 
its original committees These two luxuries were 
truly and indeed such but a third, from which I 

had anticipated even greater pleasure, turned out 
a total failure, and tor a reason which it may be 
useful to mention, by way of caution to otners 
This was a pianoforte, together with the sum 
required for regular lessons from a music-master 
But the first discovery I made was that practice 
through eight or even «ten hours a day was in¬ 
dispensable towards any great proficiency on this 
instrument Another jhscovery finished my dis¬ 

enchantment it was this For the particular 
purpose whic£ I had in view, it became clear that 
no mastery of the instrument, not even that of 
Thalberg, would be available Too soon I became 
aware that to the deep voluptuous enjoyment of 
music absolute passiveness in the hearer is indis¬ 


pensable. Gain wfiat skill you please, nevertheless 
activity, Vigilance, anxiety must always accompany 
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an Elaborate effort of musical execution and so far 
is that from being reconcilable with the entrancement 
and lull essential to the true fruition of nusic, that# 
even if you should suppose a vast piece of mechanism 
capable ot executing a whole oratforio, but requiring, at 
intervals, a co-operating impulse from the foot of the 
auditor, even that , even so much as an occasional touch 
of the foot, v'ould utterly unde mine all your pleasure 
A single psjchological discovery, therefore, caused my 
musical anticipations to evanesce Consequently, one 
of my l'jxujies burst like a bubble at an early stage 
In this state of things, when the instrument had turned 
out a bubble, it followed naturally that the music-master 
should find himself to be a bubble But he was so 
thoroughly good-natured and agreeable that I could 
not reconcile myself to such a catastrophe Meantime, 
though accommodating within certain limits, this music- 
master was yet a conscientious man, and a man of 
honourable pride On finding, therefore, that^ I was 
not seriously making any effort to improve, he shook 
hands with me one fine day, and took his leave for 
ever. Unless it were to point a moral and adorn a 
tale, the piano had then become useless It was too 
big to hang upon willows, and willows there were none 
in that neighbourhood But it remained for months 
as a lumbering monument of labour misapplied, of 
bubbles that had burst, and of musical visions that, 
under psychological tests, had foundered for ever 

Yes, certainly, this particular luxury—one out of 
three—had proved a bubble, too surely this had 
foundered, but not, therefore, the other two The 
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quiet study, lifted by two storeys above the vajfours 
of earth, and liable to no unseasonable intrusion , the 
Manchestv Library, so judiciously and symmetrically 
mounted in all its most attractive departments—no class 
disproportioncd to tfie rest these were no bubbles , 
these had not foundcied Oh, wherefore, then, was 
it—through what inexplicable growth of evil in myself 
or in others—that now in the summer of 1802, when 
peace was brooding over all the land, peace succeeding 
to a bloody seven years’ war, but peace which already 
gav # e signs of breaking into a far bloodier \tar, some 
dark symp ithising movement within my own heart, 
as if echoing and repeating 111 mimicry the political 
menaces of the earth, swept with storm-clouds across 
that otherwise serene and radiant dawn which should 
have heralded my approaching entrance into life ? 
Inexplicable 1 have allowed myself to call this fatal 
error in my life, because such it must appear to others , 
since, # even to mjself, so often as I fail to realise the 
case .by reproducing a reflex impression 111 kind, and 
in degree, of the suffering before which my better 
angel gave way—yes, even to myself this collapse of 
nyr resisting energies ^eems inexplicable Yet again, 
in simple truth, now that it becomes possible, through 
changes wo^ed by time, to tell the whole truth (and 
not, as ip former editions, only a part of it), there 
really was no absolute mystery at all But this case, 
in common with many others, exemplifies to my mind 
the mere impossibility of making full and frank 
11 Confessions,” whilst many of the persons concerned in 
the incidents are themselves surviving, or (which is worse 
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still) if themselves dead and buried, are yet vicariously 
surviving in the persons of near and loving kinsmen 
Rather than inflict mortifications upon people so cir¬ 
cumstanced, any kind-hearted man will choose to 
mutilate his narrative, will suppress facts, and will 
mystify explanations For instancy, at this point in 
my record, it has become my right, perhaps L might 
say my duty f «.to call a particular medical man of the 
penultimate generation a blockhead, nay, doubtfully, 
to call him a criminal blockhead But, could 1 do 
this without ^deep compunction, so long as sons and 
daughters of his were still living, from whom I, when 
a boy, had receded most hospitable attentions? Often, 
on the very same day which brought home to my 
suffering convictions the atrocious ignorance of papa, 
I was benefiting by the courtesies of the daughters, 
and by the scientific accomplishments of the son Not 
the less this man, at that particular moment when a 
crisis of gloom was gathering over my path, became 
effectually my evil genius Not that singly, perhaps, 
he could have worked any durable amount of mischief 
but he, as a co-operator unconsciously with others, 
sealed and ratified that sentence of stormy sorrow thpn 
hanging over my head 'Ihree separate persons, in 
fact, made themselves unintentional accomplices in that 
rum (a ruin reaching me even at this day by its shadows) 
which threw me out a homeless vagrant upon the earth 
before I had accomplished my seventeenth year Of 
these three persons, foremost came myself, through my 
wilful despair and resolute adjuration of all secondary 
hope since, after all, some mitigation was possible, 
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supposing that perfect relief might not be possible 
Secondly, came that medical ruffian through whose 
brutal ignprance it happened that my malady had 
not been arrested before reaching an advanced stage 
Thirdly, came Mr Lawson, through whose growing 
infirmities it had arisen that this malady ever reached 
its veay earliest stage Strange it was, but not the 
less a fact, that Mr Lawson was gradu^ll^ becoming 
a curse to all who fell under his influence, through 
pure zealotry of conscientiousness. Being a worse 
man, he would have earned far deeper blessings into 
his circle If he could have reconciled fiimself to an 
imperfect discharge of his duties, he would not have 
betrayed his insufficiency for those duties. But this 
he would not hear of He persisted in travelling over 
the appointed course to the last inch, and the conse¬ 
quences told most painfully upon the comfort of all 
around him By the old traditionary usages of the 
school? going m at seven a m., we ought to have been 
dismissed for breakfast and a full hour's repose at 
nine This hour of rest jras m strict justice a debt to 
the students—liable to no discount either through the 
caprice or the tardiness of the supreme master Yet 
such were the gradual* encroachments upon this hour 
that at length the bells of the collegiate churcn— 
which, by an ancient usage, rang every morning from 
half-past nine to ten, and through varying modifications 
of musical key and rhythmus that marked the advanc 
mg stages of the half-hour—regularly announced to us, 
on issuing from the schoolroom, that the bread and 
milk*which composed our simple breakfast must be 
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despatched at a pace fitter for the fowls of the air 
than students of Grecian philosophy But was no com¬ 
pensatory encroachment for our benefit allowed upon 
the next hour from ten to eleven? Not for so much 
as the fraction of a second Inexorably as the k bells, 
by stopping, announced the hour of ten, was Mr 
Lawson to be seen ascending the steps of the c chool, 
and he thai suffered most by this rigorous exactions 
of duties could not allege that Mr Lawson suffered 
less If he required others to pay, he also paid up 
to the last farthing The same derangement took place, 
with the sam& refusal to benefit by any indemnification, 
at what should have been the two-hours’ pause for dinner 
Only for some mysterious reason, resting possibly upon 
the family arrangements of the day-scholars—which, 
if once violated, might have provoked a rebellion of 
fathers and mothers—he still adhered faithfully to five 
o’clock p m as the closing hour of the day’s labours 
Here then stood arrayed the whole machinery of 
mischief m good working order, and through six months 
or more, allowing for one short respite of four weeks, 
this machinery had been operating with effect Mr 
Lawson, to begin, had (without meaning it, or so much 
as perceiving it) barred up all avenues from morning 
to night through which any bodily exercise could be 
obtained Two or three chance intervals of five minutes 
each, and even these not consecutively arranged, com¬ 
posed the whole available fund of leisure out of which 
any stroll into the country could have been attempted 
But in a great city like Manchester' the very suburbs 
had hardly been reached before theft little fraction of 
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time was exhausted Very soon after Mr Lawson’s 
increasing infirmities had begun to tell severely m the 
contraction of our spare time, the change showed itself 
powerfully m my drooping health Gradually the liver 
became affected aAd connected with that affection 
arose, what often accompanies such ailments, profound 
melanoholy In such circumstances, indeed under any 
the slightest disturbance of my health, b had authority 
from my guardians to call for medical advice but I 
was not left to my own discretion in selecting the 
adviser This person was not a physician, who would, 
of course, have expected the ordinary fee of a guinea 
for every visit, nor a surgeon, but simply an apothecary. 
In any case of serious illness a physician would have 
been called in But a less costly style of advice was 
reasonably held to be sufficient in any illness which 
left the patient strength sufficient to walk about 
Certainly it ought to have been sufficient here for no 
case C(ful 3 possibly be simpler Three doses of calomel 
or blye pill, which unhappily I did not then know, would 
no doubt have re-establiihed me in a week But far 
better, as acting always upon me with magical celerity 
and a magral certainty would have been the authori¬ 
tative prescription (privately notified to Mr Lawson) 
of seventy files’ walking in each week Unhappily 
my professional adviser was a comatose old gentleman, 
rich beyond all hS needs, careless of his oivn practice, 
and standing under that painful necessity (accord¬ 
ing to the custom then regulating medical practice, 
which prohibited fees to apothecaries) of seeking his 
remuneration in excessive deluges of medicine Me, 



94 


CONFESSIONS OF 


however, out of pure idleness, he forbore to plague with 
any variety of medicines. With sublime simplicity he 
confined himself to one horrid mixture, that must have 

f 

suggested itself to him when prescribing for a tiger 
In ordinary circumstances, and wich plenty of exercise, 
no creature could be healthier than mj self But my 
organisation was perilously frail And to figh^ simul¬ 
taneously with such a malady and such a medicine 
seemed really too much The proverb tells us that 
three " Sittings" are as bad as a fire Very possibly 
And I should think that, m the same spirit of reasonable 
equation, three such tiger-drenches must be equal to 
one apoplectic fit, or even to the tiger himself. Having' 
taken two of them, which struck me as quite enough 
for one life, I declined to comply with the injunction 
of the label pasted upon each several phial—-viz, 
Repeiatur haustus , • and, instead of doing any such 

dangerous thing, called upon Mr.-(the apothecary), 

begging to know if his art had not amongst its Reputed 
infinity of resources any less abominable, and less 
shattering to a delicate systeip than this. “None what¬ 
ever,” he replied. Exceedingly kind he was, insisted 
on my drinking tea with his really amiable daughters, 
but continued at intervals to repeat, “ None whateve,— 
none whatever," then, as if rousing himself to an effort, 
he sang out loudly, “ None whatever,” r which m this 
final utterance he toned down syllabiGally into “ wha lever 
— ever — ver—er " The whole wit of man, it seems, 
had exhausted itself upon the preparation of that one 
infernal mixture 


* “ Let the draught be repeated." 
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Now then we three—Mr Lawson, the somnolent 
apothecary, and myself — had amongst us accom¬ 
plished a climax of perplexity Mr Lawson, by 
mere dint of conscientiousness, had made health 
for me impossible •• The apothecary had subscribed 
his little contribution, by ratifying and trebling the 
ruinou^ effects of this sedentariness And for myself, 
as last in the senes, it now remained ^d^clenrh the 
operation by my own little contribution, all that I 
really had to offer—viz, absolute despair Those*who 
have ever suffered from a profound derangement of 
the liver may happen to know that of hufian despond¬ 
encies through all their infinite gamut none is more 
deadly Hope died within me I could not look 
for medical relief, so deep being my own ignorance, 
so equally deep being that of my official counsellor 
I could not expect that Mr Lawson would modify 
his system.—his instincts of duty being so strong, 
his incapacity to face that duty so steadily in¬ 
creasing “ It comes then to this/' thought I, 
“that* in myself only ^here lurks any arrear of 
help ” as always ior every man the ultimate 
reliance should be on himself But this self 
of* mine seemed absolutely bankrupt, bankrupt of 
counsel or device—of effort in the way of action, or 
of suggestion In the way of plan I had for two months 
been pursifing with one of my guardians what I meant 
for a negotiation upon this subject the mam object 
being to obtain some considerable abbreviation of my 
school residence But negotiation was a self-flattering 
name«Jfosi such a Correspondence, since there never 
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had* been from the beginning any the slightest leaning 
on my guardian's part towards the shadow or pretence 
of a compromise What compromise, indeed, was 
possible where neither party could concebe a part } 
however small the whole mutf be conceded, or 
nothing since no mezzo termine was conceivable In 
reality, when my eyes first glanced upon that dis¬ 
agreeable U nth—that no opening ofiered for reciprocal 
concession, that the concession must all be on one 
side—naturally it struck me that no guardian could 
be expected to do that At the same moment it also 
struck me that my guardian had all along never* for 
a moment been arguing with a view to any practical 
result, but simply m the hope that he might win over 
my assent to the reasonableness of what, reasonable 
or not, was settled immovably These sudden dis¬ 
coveries Hash mg upon me simultaneously, were quite 
sufficient to put a summary close to the correspond¬ 
ence And I saw also, which strangely had pscaped 
me till this general revelation of disappointments, that 
any individual guardian—even if he had been disposed 
to concession—was but one alter all amongst five 
Well this amongst the general blackness really 
brought a gleam of comfort * If the whole object on 
which I had spent so much excellent paper and 
midnight tallow (I am ashamed to ftse so vile a 
word, and yet truth forbids me to say dd\ if this 
would have been so nearly worthless when gained, 
then it became a kind of pleasure to have lost it 
All considerations united now in urging me to waste 
no more of either rhetoric, tallow* or logic r upon my^ 



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 


97 


impassive granite block ot a guardian Indeed, 1 
suspected, on reviewing his last communication, that 
he had just reached the last inch of his patience, or 
(in nautical diction) had “paid out” the entire cable 
by which he swung i so that, if I, acting on the 
apothecary’s precedent oi “repetatur haustus” ’had 
endeavoured to administer another bolus or draught 
of expostulation, he would have followed mj course as 
to the tiger-drench, in applying his potential No to 
any such audacious attempt To my guardian, mean¬ 
time, I owe this justice—that, over and above the 
absence on my side of any arguments faring even 
a colourable strength (for to him the suffering from 
biliousness must have been a mere word), he had the 
lollowmg weighty consideration to oiler, “ which even 
this foolish boy” (to himselt he would say) 11 will think 
material some three years ahead n M\ patrimonial 
-income, at the moment of my father’s death, like that 
of all my. brothers (then three), was exactly ^150 
per annum • Now, according to the current belief, 
or boHly, one might say, according to the avowed 
traditional maxim throughout England, such an income 
was too little for an under-graduate, keeping his four 
terms annually at Oxford or Cambridge Too little— 

• 11 £150 per hinnum ' —Why in a long minority of more 
than fourteen years this uas not improved, I never could 
learn Nobody was open to an} suspicion or positive ( mbezzJe- 
ment • and yet this case must be added to the other cases 
of passive neglects and negative injuries which so extensively 
disfigure the representative picture of guardianship all over 
Christe ndom- 1 
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by *how much ? By £50 • the adequate income being 
set down at just ^£200 Consequently the precise sum 
bv which my income was supposed (falsely supposed, 
as subsequently my own experience convinced me) 
to fall short of the income needed for Oxford, was 
that* very sum which the funds of the Manchester 
Grammar School allocated to every student resident 
for a period of three years, and allocated not merely 
through a corresponding period of three years, but of 
seven years Strong should have been the reasons 
that could neutralise such overwhelming pleadings of 
just and honourable prudence for submitting to the 
further residence required O reader, urge not the 
crying arguments that spoke so tumultuously against 
me Too sorrowfully I feel them Out of thirty-six 
months 1 residence required, I had actually completed 
nineteen —1 e , the better half Still, on the other hand, 
it is true that my sufferings were almost insupportable, 
and, but for the blind unconscious conspiracy, of two 
persons, these sufferings would either (1) never have 
existed, or (2) would have been instantly relieved In 
a great city like Manchester lay, probably, a ship-load 
of that same mercury which, by one fragment, not so 
large as an acorn, would have*' changed the colour (!/f a 
human life, or would have intercepted the heavy 
funeral knell — heavy, though it majh' be partially 
muffled—of his own fierce self-reproaches r 

But now, at last, came over me, from the mere 
excess of bodily suffering and mental disappointments, 
a frantic and rapturous re-agen^y In the United 
States the case is well known, aad many, tunes has 



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 


99 


been described by travellers, of that furious instinct 
which, under a secret call for saline variations of 
diet, drives all the tribes of buffaloes for thousands 
of miles to the common centre of the “Salt-licks" 
Under such a compulsion does the locust, under such 
a compulsion does t{ie leemmg, traverse its mysterious 
path Jhey are deaf to danger, deaf to the cry of 
battle, deaf to the trumpets of death the sea 

cross their path, let armies with artillery bar the road, 
even these terrific powers can arrest only by destroying, 
and the most frightful abysses, up to the very last 
menace of engulfment, up to the very instant of 
absorption, have no power to alter or retard the line 
of their inexorable advance 

Such an instinct it was, such a rapturous command— 
even so potent, and, alas 1 even so blind—that, under the 
whirl of tumultuous indignation and of new-born hope, 
' suddenly transfigured my whole being In the twinkling 
of an eye/I came to an adamantine resolution—not as 
if issuing from any act or any choice of my own, but 
as if passively received fr<^m some dark oracular legis¬ 
lation external to myself That I would elope from 
Manchester—this was the resolution Abscond would 
haife been the word, it 1 I had meditated anything 
criminal But whence came the indignation, and the 
hope? The indignation arose naturally against my 
three tormentors (guardian, Archididascalus, and the 
professor of tigrology) for those who do substantiallj 
co-operate to one result, however little designing it, 
unavoidably the mind unifies as a hostile confederacy 
But tb*~ 4 >ape—how'shall I explain that f Was it the 
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first-born of the resolution, or was the resolution the 
first-born of the hope? Indivisibly they went together, 
like thunder and lightning, or each interchangeably 
ran before and after the other Under that transcendent 
rapture which the prospect of sudfren liberation let loose, 
all that natural anxiety which should otherwise have 
interlinked itself with my anticipations was actually 
drowned in the blaze of ioy, as the light of the planet 
Mercury is lost and confounded on sinking too far 
within the blaze of the solar beams Practically I felt 
no care at all stretching beyond two or three weeks 
Not as being heedless and improvident, my tendencies 
lay generally in the other direction No, the cause 
lurked in what Wordsworth, when describing the festal 
state of France during the happy mormng-tide of her 
First Revolution (1788-1790), calls 11 the senselessness oj 
joy ” this it was, joy—headlong—frantic—irreflective— 
and (as Wadsworth truly calls it), for that very reason, 
sublime *—which swallowed up all capacities of -ankling 
care or heart-corroding doubt I was, I had been 
long, a captive I was in a house of bondage one 
fulminating word —Let there be freedom —spoken fiom 
some hidden recess in my own will, had as by an 
earthquake rent asunder my' prison gates At any 
minute I could walk out Already I trod by anticipa¬ 
tion the sweet pastoral hills, already I Weathed gales 
of the everlasting mountains, that to my feelings blew 

* 11 The senselessness of joy was then sublime M — Wordsworth 
at Calais in 1S02 (bee lus sonnets), looking back through 
thirteen years to the great era. of social resurrection, in 
1788-89, from a sleep of ten centuries ^ ~ 
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from the garden of Paradise , and in that vestitfule 
of an earthly heaven it was no more possible for me 
to see vividly or in any lingering detail the thorny 
cares which might hereafter multiply around me than 
amongst the roses o/ June, and on the lovelier of 
June mornings, I cquld gather depression from the 
glooms .pf the last December 

49 

To go was settled But when and whither ? When 
could have but one answer, for on more reasons 
than one I needed summer weather, and as much of 
it as possible Besides that, when August came, it 
would bring along with it my own birthday now, 
one codicil in my general vow of freedom had been 
that my seventeenth birthday should not find me 
at school Still I needed some trifle of preparation 
Especially I needed a little money I wrote, there¬ 
fore, to the only confidential friend that I had—viz , 
Lady CarbeTy Originally, as early friends of my 
mother'^ both she and Lord Caibery had distinguished 
me at path and elsewhere, for some years, by flattering 
attentions, and, for the laet three years in particular, 
Lady Carbery, a young woman some ten \ears older 
than myself, and who was as remarkable for her 
intellectual pretensions as she was for her beauty and 
her benevolenye, had maintained a correspondence 
with me upon questions of literature She thought too 
highly of my powers and attainments, and every¬ 
where spoke of me with an enthusiasm that, if I had 
been five or six years older, and had possessed any 
personal advantages,’might have raised smiles at her 
cxpense^'To her I * now wrote, requesting the loan 
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of'five guineas A whole week passed without any 
answer This perplexed and made me uneasy for 
her ladyship was rich by a vast fortune removed 
entirely from her husband's control, and, as 1 felt 
assured, would have cheerfully bent me twenty times 
the sum asked, unless her sagacity had suggested 
some suspicion (which seemed impossible) of the 
real purposes which I contemplated in the employment 
of the five guineas Could I incautiously have said any¬ 
thing m my own letter tending that way ? Certainly not, 

then why- But at that moment my speculations 

were cut sKort by a letter bearing a coroneted seal 
It was from Lady Carbery, of course, and enclosed 
ten guineas instead of five Slow in those days were 
the mails , besides which, Lady Carbery happened to 
be down at the seaside, whither my letter had beer 
sent after her Now, then, including my own pocket- 
money, I possessed a dozen guineas; v hich seemea 
sufficient for my immediate purpose, and aJ 1 ulterior 
emergencies, as the reader understands, I trampled 
under foot This sum, however, spent at inns on the 
most economic footing, could not have held out for 
much above a calendar month, and, as to the plan 
of selecting secondary inns, these are not always 
cheaper, but the mam objection is that m the solitary 
stations amongst the mountains (Cambrian no less 
than Cumbrian) there is often no *choice to be found . 
the high-priced inn is the only one Even this dozen 
of guineas it became necessary to diminish by three 
The age of “ vails ” and perquisites to three or foui 
servants at any gentlemans houje where dined— 
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this age, it is true, had passed away by thirty yfears 
perhaps But that flagrant abuse had no connection 
at all with the English custom of distributing money 
amongst that part of the domestics whose daily 
labours may have ■been increased bv a visitors 
residence in the faijnly for some consular tble space 
of tim^ This custom (almost peculiar, I believe, to 
the English gentry) is honourable and jiv* I person¬ 
ally had b^en trained by my mother, who det^pted 
sordid habits, to look upon it as ignominious in a 
gentleman to leave a household without acknowledging 
the obliging services of those who cannot openly re¬ 
mind him of their claims On this occasion, mere 
necessity compelled me to overlook the housekeeper 
for to her I could not have offered less than two or 
three guineas, and, as she was a fixture, I reflected that 
I might send it at some future period To three inferior 
servants 1 found that I ought not to give less than one 
guinea each so much, therefore, I left in the hands 
of G—j—, the most honourable and upright of boys, 
since to have given it myself would have been pre¬ 
maturely to publish my purpose These three guineas 
deducted, I still had nine^ or thereabouts And now all 
things were settled, except one * the when was settled and 
the how, but not the whither That was still sub judtet 
My plan originally had been to travel northwards 
—viz, to the regibn of the English Lakes That 
little mountainous district, lying stretched like a 
pavilion between four well-known points—viz, the 
small towns of Ulrerstone and Penrith as its two 
poles, st/utifand north, between Kendal, again, on the 
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easl, and Egremont on the west—measuring on the 
one diameter about forty miles, and on the othei 
perhaps thirty-five—had for me a secret fascination, 
subtle, sweet, fantastic, and even from my Seventh or 
eighth year spiritually strong The southern section 
of that district, about eighteen ojr twenty miles long, 
which bears the name of Furness, figures in the eccentric 
geography o 5 English law as a section of Lancashire, 
though separated from that county by the estuary 
of Morecambe Bay aiid therefore, as Lancashire 
happened to be my own native county, I had from 
childhood, on the strength of this mere legal fiction, 
cherished as a mystic privilege, slender as a filament 
of air, some fraction of denizenship in the fairy little 
domain of the English Lakes The major part of 
these lakes lies in Westmoreland and Cumberland 
but the sweet reposing little water of Lsthwaite, with 
its few emerald fields, and the grander one of Coniston, 
with the sublime cluster of mountain groups, and the 
little network of quiet dells lurking about its head * all 
the way back to Grasmere lie in or near the upper 

# “Its head " —Thai end of a lake which receives the 
rivulets and biooks feeding its waters is locally calle^ its 
head, and, m continuation of the same constructive image, 
the counter terminus, which discharges its surplus water, is 
called its foot By the way, as a suggestion from tins obvious 
distinction, I may remark that in all oases the Very existence 
of a head and a foot to any sheet of water defeats the malice 
of Lord Byron's sneer against the lake poets, tn calling them 
by the contemptuous designation of 44 pond poets ," a variation 
which some part of the public readdy'caught up as a natural 
reverberation of that spitefulness, so petty and , !*ppte*cntly so 
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chamber of Furness, and all these, together with the 
rums of the once glorious abbey, had been brought 
out not many years before into sunny splendour by 
the great enchantress of that generation—Anne Radchffe 
But more even than A sine RadchflTe had the landscape 
painters, so many and so various, contributed to the 
glorification of the I?nglish lake district, drawing out 
and impressing upon the heart the sanct||^ of repose 
in its shy recesses—its alpine grandeurs in such passes 
as those of Wastdale-head, Langdale-head, Borrowdile, 
Kirkstone, Hawsdale, etc, together with the monastic 
peace which seems to brood over its peculiar form of 
pastoral life, so much nobler (as Wordsworth notices) 
in its stern simplicity and continual conflict with 
danger hidden in the vast draperies of mist over¬ 
shadowing the hills, and amongst the armies of snow 
and hail arnud bv fierce northern winters, than the 
effeminate shepherd's life in the classical Arcadia, or 
in the flQwe*y pastures of Sicdv 

groundless, 'which notorious!v # L01 d Byron cherished against 
Wordsworth steadily, and more fitfully against Southey 
The effect of tiansforming a living midge — an image of 
restless motion—into an ima^ of foul stagnation was tangibly 
apprehensible But was it that that contradistinguish^d -he 
u vivt laeus' of Virgil from rotting ponds mantled with verdant 
slime? To have, or not to lia^e, a head and a foot (* e , a 
principle of fjci petual#change) is at the very heart of this 
distinction , and to substitute lor lake a term which ignores 
and negatives the very differential principle that consli'utes 
a lake—viz , its current and its eternal mobility—is to offer 
an insult in which the insulted party has no interest or 


concern- 
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Amongst these attractions that drew me so strongly 
to the Lakes, there had also by that time arisen in 
this lovely region the deep, deep magnet (as to me only 
in all this world it then was) of William Wordsworth 
Inevitably this close connection of the poetry which 
most of all had moved me with the particular region 
and scenery that most of all had fastened upon my 
affections,' a^id led captive my imagination, was calcu 
lated, under ordinary circumstances, to impress upon my 
fluctuating deliberations a summary and decisive bias 
But the very depth of the impressions which had been 
made upon«me, either as regarded the poetry or the 
scenery, was too solemn and (unaffectedly I may say it) 
too spiritual, to clothe itself m any hasty or chance 
movement as at all adequately expressing its strength 
or reflecting its hallowed character If you, reader, 
were a devout Mahometan, throwing gazes of mystical 
awe daily towards Mecca, or were a Christian devotee 
looking with the same rapt adoration to Stx Peters at 
Rome, or to El Kodah, the Holy City of Jerusalem 
(so called even amongst the Arabs, who hate both 
Christian and Jew)—how painfully would it jar upon 
your sensibilities if some friend, sweeping past you 
upon a high road, with a trainf'(according to the cirdum- 
stances) of dromedaries or of w r heel carnages, should 
suddenly pull up, and say, “ Come, old fellow, jump up 
alongside of me, I'm off for the Red Sea; and here's 
a spare dromedary,” or “Off for Rome, and here's a 
well-cushioned barouche ” Seasonable and convenient 
it might happen that the invitatipn were, but still it 
would shock you that a journey which, with^QLJwithout 
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your consent, could not but assume the character 
eventually of a saintly pilgrimage, should arise and 
take its initial movement upon a casual summons, 
or upon a vulgar opening of momentary convenience 
In the present case, binder no circumstances should I 
have dreamed of presenting myself to Wordsworth 
The principle of “ veneration ” (to speak phrenologicallv j 
was* by many degrees too strong in me 4 or any such 
overture on my part Hardly could I have founc^the 
courage to meet and to answer such an overture coming 
from him I could not even tolerate the prospect (as 
a bare possibility) of Wordsworth’s hearing my name 
first of all associated with some case of pecuniary em¬ 
barrassment And, apart from all that , it vulgarised 
the whole “ interest” (no other term can I find to express 
the case collectively)—the whole “interest” of poetry 
and the enchanted land—equally it vulgarised person 
and thing, (he vineyard and the vintage, the gardens 
and the •ladies, of the Hespendes, together with all their 
golden,fruitage, if I should rush upon them in a hurried 
and thoughtless state of • excitement I remembered 
the fine caution on this subject involved in a tradition 
preserved by Pausanias ^Those (he tells us) who visited 
by night the great field of Marathon (where at certain 
times phanton^ cavalry careered, flying and pursuing) 
in a temper # of vulgar sight-seeking, and under no higher 
impulse than the degrading one of curiosity, were met 
and punished severely in the dark, by the same sort 
of people, I presume, as those who handled Falstaff 
so roughly in the v«?nerable shades of Windsor whilst 
loyal visftdfs, who came bringing a true and filial 
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sympathy with the grand deeds of their Athenian 
ancestors, who came as children of the same hearth, 
met with the most gracious acceptance, and fulfilled 
all the purposes of a pilgrimage or sacred mission 
Under my present circumstanced, I saw that the very 
motives of love and honour, which would have inclined 
he scale so powerfully m favour of the northern lakes, 
were exact\yHhose which drew most heavily in the 6ther 
direction—the circumstances being what they were as 
to hurry and perplexity And just at that moment 
suddenly unveiled itself another powerful motive against 
taking the northern direction—viz, consideration for 
my mother—which made my heart recoil from giving 
her too great a shock, and m what other way could 
it be mitigated than by my personal presence in a 
case of emergency ? For such a purpose North Wales 
would be the best haven to make for, since the road 

i 

thither from my present home lay through Chester— 

If 

where at that time my mother had fixed her residence 
If I had hesitated (and hesitate I did very sincerely) 
about such a mode of expret smg the consideration due 
to my mother, it was not from any want of decision 
m my feeling, but really because I feared to be taunted 
with this act of tenderness, as arguing an exaggerated 
estimate of my own importance in niy v mother's eyes 
To be capable of causing any alarming shock, must 
I not suppose myself an object of special interest? No 
I did not agree to that inference Rut no matter 
Better to stand ten thousand sneers than one abiding 
pang, such as time could not abolish, of bitter sell 
reproach So I resolved to face this ta&Tir" without 
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flinching, and to steer a course for St John's Priory 
—my mother's residence near Chester At the very 
instant of coming to this resolution, a singular accident 
occurred t<? confirm it On the very day before my 
rash journey commenced, I received through the post- 
office a letter bearing this address in a foreign hand¬ 
writing y— A Monsieur Monsieur de Quitiey } Chester 
This iteration of the Monsieur , as a courj$&us French 
fashion * for effecting something equivalent to our own 
Esquire , was to me at that time an unintelligible novelty 
The best way to explain it was to read the letter, 
which, to the extent of mon possible^ I difl, but vainly 
attempted to decipher. So much, however, I spelled 
out as satisfied me that the letter could not have been 
meant for myself The post-mark was, I think, Ham 
burgh but the date within was from some place in 
Normandy, and eventually it came out that the person 
'addressed was a poor emigrant, some relative of Quatre- 
mere de* Quincy,f who had come to Chester, probably 
as a teacher of French, and now in 1802 found his 

» 

* 44 As a courteous French fashion ” —And not at all a modern 
fashion T hat famous Countess of Derby (Charlotte de 
Tre^nouille) who presided the dcieiice oi LatUom House 
(which, and not Knowslej, was then the capital domicile oi 
the Stanleys), yvhen addressing Punce Rupert, sometimes 
superscribes her envelope A Monseignew le Prtnce Rupert , 
but sometimes A Moiesieur Monsieur le Prtnce Rupert This 
was in 1644, the year of Marston moor, and the penultimate 
year of the Parliamentary War 

t “ De Quincy M —The family of De Qumcey, or Quincy, 01 
Quincie (spelt, of coufse, like all proper names, under the 
anarchy prifGailing as to orthography until the last one 
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return to France made easy by the brief and hollow 
peace of Amiens Such an obscure person was naturally 
unknown to any English post-office, and the letter 
had been forwarded to myself, as the oldest male 
member of a family at that Vime necessarily well 
known in Chester 

I 

I was astonished to find myself translated by ,a touch 
of the peri 'vaot only into a Monsieur, but even into 
a self-multiplied Monsieur, or, speaking algebraically, 
into the square of Monsieur, having a chance at some 
future day of being perhaps cubed into Monsieur* 
From the letter, as I had hastily torn it open, out 
dropped a draught upon Smith, Payne & Smith for 
somewhere about forty guineas At this stage of the 
revelations opening upon me, it might be fancied that 
the interest of the case thickened since undoubtedly, 
if this windfall could be seriously meant for myself* 
and no mistake , never descended upon the frjad of man, 
in the outset of a perilous adventure, aid m6re»season- 
able, nay, more melodramatically critical But, alas 1 
my eye is quick to value t|ie logic of evil chances 
Prophet of evil I ever am to myself forced for evei 
into sorrowful auguries that I have no power to 
hide from mine own heart/ no, not through bne 

hundred and fifty years, in every possible form open to 
human caprice), was originally Noiwogian Early in the 
eleventh century this famil} emigrated from Norway to the 
South , and since then it has thrown off three separate swarms 
—French, English, and Anglo-American—each of which writes 
the name with its own slight variations A brief outline of 
their migrations will be found in the Appendix. ^ - 
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night's solitary dreams In a moment I saw too 
plainly that I was not Monsieur 3 . I might be 
Monsieur , but not Monsieur to the second power Who, 
indeed, could be my debtor to the amount of forty 
guineas? If there rcfelly was such a person, why 
had he been so many years in liquidating his debt? 
How shameful to suffer me to enter upon my seventeenth 
year»before he made known his debt, or eveafliis amiable 
existence I Doubtless, in strict morals, this dreadful 
procrastination could not be justified Still, as the man 
was apparently testifying his penitence, and in the most 
practical form (viz, payment), I felt peifectly willing 
to grant him absolution for past sins, k and a general 
release from all arrears, if any should remain, through 
all coming generations But, alas 1 the mere season* 
ableness of the remittance floored my hopes A five- 
guinea debtor might have been a conceivable being: 
such a debtor might exist in the flesh him I could 
believe ui/ but further my faith would not go, and, 
if the money were, after all, bona fide meant for myself, 
clearly it must come front the Fiend m which case 
it became an open question whether I ought to take 
it At this stage the case had become a Sphinx’s riddle; 
ancf the solution, if any, must be sought in the letter. 
But, as to the letter, O heaven and earth I if the Sphinx 
of old conducted her intercourse with Oedipus by way 
of letter, and propounded her wicked questions through 
the post-office ol Thebes, it strikes me that she needed 
only to have used French penmanship in order to 
baffle that fatal decipherer of riddles for ever and ever. 
At Bath, wttere the French emigrants mustered in great 
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strdngth (six thousand, I have heard) during the three 
closing years of the last century, I, through my mother's 
acquaintance with several leading families amongst 
them, had gained a large experience of French cali- 
graphy From this experience I had learned that the 
French aristocracy still persisted (did persist at that 
period, 1797-1800) in a traditional contempt for all 
accomplishments of that class as clerkly and plebeian, 
fitted only (as Shakespeare says, when recording similar 
prejudices amongst his own countrymen) to do 44 yeoman's 
service n One and all, they delegated the care of their 
spelling to 'valets and femmes de chambre, sometimes 
even those persons who scoured their blankets and 
counterpanes scoured their spelling—that is to say, 
their week-day spelling, but, as to their Sunday 
spelling, that superfine spelling which they reserved for 
their efforts in literature, this was consigned to the care 
of compositors Letters written by the voyal family’ 
of France in 1792-93 still survive, in the memoirs of 
Ctery and others amongst their most faithful servants, 
which display the utmost excess of ignorance as to 
grammar and orthography Then, as to the penmanship, 
all seemed to write the same hand, and with the same 
piece of most ancient wood,'or venerable skewer) all 
alike scratching out stiff perpendicular letters, as if 
executed (I should say) with a pair of snufFers I do 
not speak thus in any spirit of defision £>uch accom¬ 
plishments were wilfully neglected, and even ambi¬ 
tiously, as if m open proclamation of scorn for the arts 
by which humbler people oftentimes got their bread 
And a man of rank would no more conceive himself 
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dishonoured by any deficiencies in the snobbish 
accomplishments of penmanship, grammar, or correct 
orthography, than a gentleman amongst ourselves by 
mexpertnefts in the mystery of cleaning shoes, or of 
polishing furniture «The result, however, from this 
systematic and ostentatious neglect of caligraphy is 
oftentimes most perplexing to all who are called upon 
to .decipher their MSS It happens, indpad, that the 
product of this carelessness thus far diilers always it 
is coarse and inelegant, but sometimes (say in i*2oth 
of the cases) it becomes specially legible har other¬ 
wise was the case before me Being p’eatlv hurried 
on this my farewell day, I could not make out two 
consecutive sentences Unfortunately, one-half of a 
sentence sufficed to show that the enclosure belonged 
to some needy Frenchman living in a country not his 
own, and struggling probably with the ordinary evils 
of such a condition—friendlessness and exile Before 
the letter-came into my hands, it had already suffered 
some days’ delay When I noticed this, I found my 
sympathy with the poor stranger naturally quickened 
Already, and unavoidably, he had been suffering from 
the vexation of a letter delayed, but henceforth, and 
continually more so, lUe must be suffering from the 
anxieties of a letter gone astray Throughout this 
farewell day i was unable to carve out any opportunity 
for going Ap to the.Manchester Post-office, and, without 
a distinct explanation in my own person, exonerating 
myself, on the written acknowledgment of the post- 
office, from all farther responsibility, I was most 
reluctant 4 € give ap the letter It is true that the 
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necessity of committing a forgery (which crime m those 
days was punished inexorably with death) before the 
money could have been fraudulently appropriated would, 
if made known to the pubhc 7 have acquitted 9 any casual 
holder of the letter from all suspicion of dishonest 
lnteiftions But the danger was that, during the sus¬ 
pense and progress of the case 'whilst awaiting its 
final settleng^nt, ugly rumours should arise and cling 
to one’s name amongst the many that would hear 
only* a fragmentary version of the whole affair -7 

At length all was ready Midsummer, like an army 
with banners,tvas moving through the heavens, already 
the longest day had passed, those arrangements, few 
and imperfect, through which I attempted some partial 
evasion of disagreeable contingencies likely to arise, 
had been finished what more remained for me to do 
of things that I was able to do? None, and yet, 
though now at last free to move off, I lingered, lingered * 
as under some sense of dim perplexity, 01 ^ven of 
relenting love for the very captivity itself which I was 
making so violent an effort to abjure, but more* intel¬ 
ligibly for all the external objects, living or inanimate, 
by which that captivity had been surrounded and 
gladdened What I was hastening to desert, neverthe¬ 
less I grieved to desert, and, but for the foreign letter, 

I might have long continued to loiter and ^procrastinate. 
That, however, through various and urgeiit motives 
which it suggested, quickened my movements, and 
the same hour which brought this letter into my hands 
witnessed my resolution (uttered atyltbly to myself m 
my study) that early on the next day I wohid take my 
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departure A day, therefore, had at length arrived, 
had somewhat suddenly arrived, which would be the 
last, the very last, on which I should make my 
appearance*in the school 

It is a just and a fegling remark of Dr Johnson's that 
we never do anything consciously for the last time 
(of things, that is ttf say, which we have been long m 
the t> hatit of doing) without sadness of^*eart The 

secret sense of a farewell or testamentary act I carried 
along with me into every word or deed of*this 
memorable day Agent or patient, singly or one of 
a crowd, I heard for ever some sullen «cho of vale¬ 
diction in every change, casual or periodic, that varied 
the revolving hour* from morning to night Most of 
all, I felt this valedictory sound as a pathetic appeal 
when the closing hour of five pm brought with it the 
solemn evening service of the English Church—read 
• by Mr Lawson, read now, as alwaj's, under a 
reverential stillness of the entire school Already in 
itself, without the solemnity of prayers, the decaying 
light df the dying day suggests a mood of pensive and 
sympathetic sadness And, if the changes in the 
light are less impressively made known so early as 
five o'clock in the depth of summer-tide, not the less 
we are sensible of being as near to the hours of repose, 
and to the sedret dangers of the night, as if the season 
were mid-hunter JEven thus far there was something 
that oftentimes had profoundly impressed me in this 
evening liturgy, and its special prayer against the 
perils of darkness ^But greatly was that effect deepened 
by the syt&bolic treatment which this liturgy gives to 
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this^ darkness and to these perils Naturally, when 
contemplating that treatment, I had been led vividly 
to feel the memorable rhabdomancy * or magical power 
of evocation which Christianity has put forth here and 
in parallel cases The ordinary physical rhabdomantist, 
who * undertakes to evoke from the dark chambers of 

i 

# 11 Rhabdomancy" —The Greek word manteia ([ avrcLa), 
represented the English form mancy, constitutes *tlu, 
stationary element in a large family of compounds it means 
dtvm xtion , or the art of magically deducing some weighty 
inference (generally prophetic) from any one of the many 
dark sources sanctioned by Pagan superstition And uni¬ 
versally the particular source relied on is expressed in the 
prior half of the compound Tor instance, onetros is the 
Greek word for a dicam , and therefore onetromancy indicates 
that mode of prophecy which is founded upon the interpreta¬ 
tion of dre uns Omis, again (in the genitive case ormthos), 
is the common Greek word for a bird , accordingly, ornitho- 
mancy means piophccy founded on the particular mode of 
flight noticed amongst any casual gathering of *Tmds Chetr 
{yelp) is Greek for the hand , whence cheiromancy cypresses 
the art of predicting a man's fortune by the lines in his hand, 
or (under its Latin form from paima) palmistry Nekros x U dead 
man, and consequently nicromanly , prophecy founded on the 
answer extorted either from phantoms, as by the 'Wilch of 
Endor, or from llie corpse itself, as by Lucan's witch Enchtho 
I have allowed myself to wander info this ample illustration 1 of 
the case, having for many years been taxed by ingenious 
readers (confessing their own classical ignor&nce) with too 
scanty explanations of my meaning I eo on to siy that the 
Greek word rhabdos (pd/tfos), a rod — not tnat sort of rod which 
the Roman lictors earned, viz., a bundle of twigs, but a wand 
about as thick as a common cedar pencil, or at most, as the 
ordinary brass rod of stair-carpets—thi$, when made from a 
willow-tree, furnished ot old, and furnishes to day &n a 



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 


117 


our earth wells of water lying far below its surface, 
and more rarely to evoKe minerals, or hidden deposits of 
jewels and gold, by some magnetic sympathy between 
his rod aiu> the occult object of his divination, is able 
to indicate the spot at ^hich this object can be hopefully 

southern county of England, a potent instrument of divination 
But let ft be understood that divtnatton expresses an idea 
ampler by much than the word prophecy vvrfffst even this 
word Prophecy , already more limited than divination, is most 
injuriously narrowed in our received translation of the fiffble 
To unveil or decipher what is hidden—that is, in effect, the 
meaning of divination And, accordingly, in writings of 
SL Paul the phras z gifts of prophecy never once indicates what 
the English reader supposes, buL exegetic gifts, gifts of inter¬ 
pretation applied to what is daik, of analysis applied to what is 
logically perplexed, of expansion applied to what is condensed, 
of practical improvement applied to what might else be over¬ 
looked as purely speculative In Somersetshire, which is a 
county the most ill-watered of all in England, upon building 
a house, there Arises unifoiiTily a difficulty in selecting a proper 
spot for imfcing a well I he remedy is to call in a set of 
local rhabdomantists These men traverse the adjacent 
ground,"holding the willow rod horizontally wherever that 
dips, or inclines itself spontaneously to the giound, there will 
be found water I have mjself not only seen the process 
tried with success, but have^witncssed the enormous trouble, 
delay, and expense, accruing to those of the opposite faction 
who refused to benefit by this art To pursue the tentative 
plan (ue the plaif of trying for water by boring at haphazard) 
ended, so far as I wgLS aware, in multiplied vexation In 
reality, these poor men are, after all, more philosophic than 
those who scornfully reject their services For the artists obey 
unconsciously the logic of Lord Bacon they build upon a long 
chain of induction, upon the uniform results of their life-long 
experience. Raf the counter faction do not deny this experience 
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sought for Not otherwise has the marvellous magnetism 
of Christianity called up from darkness sentiments the 
most august, previously inconceivable, formless, and 
without life, for previously there had been no religious 
philosophy equal to the task of nprnmg such sentiments, 
but also, at the same time, by incarnating these senti¬ 
ments in images of corresponding grandeur, it has 
so exalted *s{ieir character as to lodge them eterqally 
in human hearts. 

Flowers, for example, that are so pathetic m their 
beauty, frail as the clouds, and m their colouring as 
gorgeous as c 'the heavens, had through thousands of 
years been the heritage of children—honoured as the 
jewellery of God only by them —when suddenly the voice 
of Christianity, countersigning the voice of infancy, 
raised them to a grandeur transcending the Hebrew 
throne, although founded by God himself, and pro¬ 
nounced Solomon in all his glory not to be*arrayed like* 
one of these Winds again, hurricanes, the eternal 
breathings, soft or loud, of ^Eolian power, wherefore had 

l 

f 

all they have to allege is that agreeably to any laws known to 
themselves a pnort , there ought not to be any such experience 
]Now, a sufficient course of fact,* overthrows all antecedent 
plausibilities Whatever science or scepticism may say, most 
of the tea-kettles in the vale of Wrmgton are tilled by rhab- 
domancy And, after all, the supposed a priori scruples against 
this rliabdomancy are only such scruple^as would} antecedently 
to a trial, have pronounced the manner’s compass impossible 
There is m both cases alike a blind sympathy of some unknown 
force, which no man can explain, with a passive index that 
practically guides you aright—even if* Mephistophelcs should 
be at the bottom of the affair. ' 



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 


119 


they, raving or sleeping, escaped all moral arrest and 
detention ? Simply because vain it were to offer a nest 
for the reception of some new moral birth whilst no 
religion is yfet moving amongst men that can furnish 
such a birth Vam is nhe image that should illustrate 
a heavenly sentiment, if the sentiment is yet unborn 
Then, firgt, when it hadf become necessary to the purposes 
of a spiritual religion that the spirit of man, as>ffle fountain 
of all religion, should m some commensurate reflex 
image have its grandeur and its mysteriousness eni 
blazoned, suddenly the pomp and mysterious path of 
winds and tempests, blowing whither they Iftt, and from 
what fountains no man knows, are cited from darkness 
and neglect, to give and to receive reciprocally an 1m- 4 
passioned glorification, where the lower mystery enshrines 
and illustrates the higl er Call tor the grandest of all 
earthly spectacles, what is thatl It is the sun going 
fio his rest £all for the grandest of all human senti¬ 
ments, wfcat! is that ? It is that man should forget his 
anger before he lies down to sleep And these two 
grandeurs, the mighty sentiment and the mighty spec¬ 
tacle, are by Christianity married together 

Here again, in his prayer 44 Lighten our darkness, 
we beseech thee, O Lord f” weTe the darkness and the 
great shadows of night made symbolically significant 
these great powers, Night and Darkness, that belong 
to aboriginal Chaos,• were made representative of the 
penis that continually menace poor afflicted human 
nature With deepest sympathy I accompanied the 
prayer against the perils of darkness—perils that I 
seemed to s€e f m the ambush of midnight solitude, 
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brboding around the beds of sleeping nations, perils 
from even worse forms of darkness shrouded within 
the recesses of blind human hearts , perils from tempta¬ 
tions weaving unseen snares for our footing, penis from 
the limitations of our own misleading knowledge 

Prayers had finished The school had dissolved 

'tself Six o’clock came, seven, eight By thjee hours 
nearer stoVl the dying day to its departure. By. three 
hours nearer, therefore, stood we to that darkness 
winch our English liturgy calls into such symbolic 
giandeur, as hiding beneath its shadowy mantle all 
penis thatbesiege our human infirmity But m 
summer, in the immediate suburbs of midsummer, the 
vast scale of the heavenly movements is read in their 
slowness Time becomes the expounder of Space 
And now, though eight o’clock had struck, the sun 
was still lingering above the horizon the light, broad 
and gaudy, having still two hours of travel to fade 
before it would assume that tender fading hlie prelusive 
to the twilight* Now came the last official ceremony 
of the day the students >vere all mustered } and the 
names of all were challenged according to the order of 
precedency My name, as usual, came first t Stepping 

* 14 To the twilight " —* e to the second twilight for 1 
remember to have read m some German \^ork upon Hebrew 
antiquities, and also in a great English divine of 1630 (namely, 
Isaac Ambrose), that the Jews in elder t-mes made two twilights, 
first and second p the first they called the dove's twilight, or 
crepusculum of the day, the second they called the raven B s 
twilight, or crepusculum of the night 

t “First" —Within the school I should not have been first 
for in the trinity which composed the head class there was no 
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forward, I passed Mr Lawson, and bowed to him look¬ 
ing earnestly in his face, and saying to myself, “ He is 
old and infirm, and in this world I shall not see him 
again” I'was right, I never did see him again, nor 
ever shall He looked at me complacently, smiled 
placidly, returned my salutation (not knowing it to 

absolute *or meritorious precedent^, but simply^ precedency 
of chance Our dignity, as leaders of the school, raised us 
above all petty competitions , yet, as it was unavoidable to 
stand m some order, this was regulated by seniority 1, 
therefore, as junior amongst the three, was tertius inter pares 
But my two seniors happened to be day-sch0lars, so that, 
in Mr Lawson s house, I rose into the supreme place There , 

I was prmeep ? senates Such trivial urcumstantialitics I notice, 
as checks upon all openings to inaccuracy, great or small 
It would vitiate the interest which any reader might otherwise 
take m this narrative, if for one moment it were supposed that 
any feature of the case were varnished or distorted From 
•the very first, I had been faithful to the most rigorous law of 
accuracy—eyen in absolute trifles But I became even more 
jealous dVer myself, after an Irish cutic, specially brilliant as 
a wit # and as a scholar, but also specially malicious, had 
attempted to impeach the ^curacy of my narrative, in its 
London section, upon alleged internal grounds 

I wish it could have been said with truth, that we of the 
leading form were, not a tiyad, but a duad The facts, how¬ 
ever, of the case will not allow me to say this, tacts, as 
people generally^remark, are stubborn things Yes, and too 
often very spiteful things , as in this case, where, if it were 
not for thetn, I might describe myself as hiving one sole 
assessor in the class, and in that case he and I might have 
been likened to Castor and Pollux, who went up and down 
like alternate buckets—one rising with the dawn (or Phos 
phorus), and the other (viz , myself) rising with Hesperus, and 
reigning ail night long * 
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be rny valediction), and we parted for ever Intellectu¬ 
ally, I might not have seen cause to reverence him in 
any emphatic sense But very sincerely I respected 
him as a conscientious man, faithful to his* duties, and 
as, even in his latter ineffectual struggle with these 
duties, inflicting more suffering upon himself than upon 
others, finally, I respected him as a sound and accurate 
{though ntffc brilliant) scholar Personally I owedrhim 
much gratitude, for he had been uniformly kind to 
me, "and had allowed me such indulgences as lay in his 
power, and I grieved at the thought of the mortification 
I should inflict upon him 

The morning came which was to launch me into 
the world, that morning from which, and from its 
consequences, my whole succeeding life has, in many 
important points, taken its colounng At half after three 
I rose, and gazed with deep emotion at the ancient 
collegiate church, 11 dress’d m earliest lights and begin - 4 
mng to crimson with the deep lustre of a cldud’ess July 
morning I was firm and immovable in my purpose, 
but yet agitated by anticipation of uncertain danger 
and troubles To this agitation the deep peace of the 
morning presented an affecting contrast, and in some 
degree a medicine The silence was more profound 
than that of midnight and to me the silence of a 
summer morning is more touching than all other silence, 
because, the light being broad and strong as that of 
noonday at other seasons of the year, it seems to differ 
from perfect day chiefly because man is not yet abroad, 
and thus the peace of nature, and of the innocent 
creatures of God, seems to be secure ancTMeep only so 
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long as the presence of man, and his unquiet spirit, tire 
not there to trouble its sanctity I dressed myself, took 
my hat and gloves, and lingered a little in the room 
For nearly a year and a half this room had been my 
“ pensive citadel w herd I had read and studied through 
all the hours of night, and, though true it was that, 
lor the letter part of this time, I had lost my gaiety and 
peace of mind during the strife and fever of 0 contention 
with my guardian, yet, on the other hand, as a bov 
passionately fond of books, and dedicated to intellectual 
pursuits, I could not fail to have enjoyed many happy 
hours in the midst of general dejection # 

Happy hours? Yes, and was it certain that ever 
again I should enjoy hours as happy? At this point 
it is not impossible that, left to my own final impressions, 
1 might have receded from my plan But it seemed 
to me, as too often happens in such cases, that no retreat 
was now op«n The confidence which unavoidably I 
had rep?se& in a groom of Mr Lawson’s made it 
dangerous The effect of this distracted view was, not 
to alter my plan, but to .throw despondency for one 
sad half-hour over the whole prospect before me In 
that condition, with my eyes open, 1 dreamed Suddenly 
a sort of trance, a frost as*of some death-like revelation, 
wrapped round^ me, and I found renewed within me 
a hateful remembrance derived from a moment that I 
had long left behind • Two years before, when I wanted 
about as much of my fifteenth birthday as now of my 
seventeenth, I happened to be in London for part of a 
single day, with a friend of my own age Naturally, 
amongst sonie eight* or ten great spectacles which 
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chailenged our earnest attention, St Paul’s Cathedral 
had been one This we had visited, and consequently 
the Whispering Gallery * More than by all beside I 
had been impressed by this and some haft-hour later, 
as we were standing beneath th ft dome, and I should 
imagine pretty nearly on the very spot where rather 
more than five years subsequently Lord Nelson was 
buried—a S^ot from which we saw, pompously floating 
to and fro in the upper spaces of a great aisle running 
westwards from ourselves, many flags captured from 
France, Spain, and Holland—I, having my previous 
impressions 81 awe deepened by these solemn trophies 
of chance and change amongst mighty nations, had 
suddenly been surprised by a dream, as profound as 
at present, in which a thought that often had persecuted 
me figured triumphantly This thought turned upon 
the fatality that must often attend an evil choice As 
an oracle of fear I remembered that gieat Roman" 
warning, Nescit vox mtssa revcrti (that a Wo r d once 
uttered is irrevocable), a freezing arrest upon the 
motions of hope too sanguine that haunted me in 
many shapes Long before that fifteenth year of mine, 
I had noticed, as a worm lying at the heart of life and 
fretting its security, the fact that innumerable acts of 

• To those who have never visited the Whispering Gallery, 
nor have read any account of it amongst other acoustic pheno¬ 
mena described in scientific treatises, it may be proper to 
mention, as the distinguishing feature of the case, that a 
word or a question, uttered at one end of the gallery in the 
gentlest of whispers, is reverberated at*the otb^er end in peals 
of thunder. 
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choice change countenance and are variously appraised 
at varying stages of life—shift with the shifting hours 
Already, at fifteen, I had become deeply ashamed ot 
judgments which I had once pronounced, of idle hopes 
that I had once encofcraged, false admirations or con¬ 
tempts with which once I had sympathised And, as 
to acts a which I surveyed with any doubts at all, I 
nevA felt sure that after some successes of years 
I might not feel withering doubts about them, both 
as to principle and as to inevitable results 9 

This sentiment of nervous recoil from any word or 
deed that could not be recalled had bfien suddenly 
le-awakened on that London morning by the impres¬ 
sive experience of the Whispering Gallery At the 

earlier end of the gallery had stood my friend, breath¬ 
ing m the softest of whispers a solemn but not 

acceptable truth At the further end, after running 

along the ^alls of the gallery, that solemn truth 
reached* me as a deafening menace in tempestuous 
uproars And now in these last lingering moments, 
when I dreamed ormnoysly with open ryes in my 
Manchester study, once again that London menace 

broke angrily upon me as out of a thick cloud with 

redoubled strength, a "voice, too late for warning, 
seemed audibpr to say, “Once leave this house, and 
a Rubicon is placed between thee and all possibility 
of return Thou Jrilt not say that what thou doest 
is altogether approved in thy secret heart. Even now 
thy conscience speaks against it in sullen whispers, but 
at the other end of thy long life-gallery that same 
conscience will spe&k to thee in volleying thunders" 
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A sadden step upon the stairs broke up my dream, 
and recalled me to myself Dangerous hours were 
now drawing near, and I prepared for a hasty 
farewell 

I shed tears as I looked •found on the chair. 

* 

hearth, writing-table, and other familiar objects, 
knowing too certainly that I looked upon them for 
the last tlKae Whilst I write this, it is nineteen * 
years ago, and yet, at this moment, I see, as if it 
were but yesterday, the lineaments and expressions of 
the object on which I fixed my parting gaze It was 
the picture 'of a lovely lady, which hung over the 
mantelpiece, the eyes and mouth of which were so 
beautiful, and the whole countenance so radiant with 
divine tranquillity, that I had a thousand time* laid 
down mj pen, or my book, to gather consolation from 
it, as a devotee trom his patron saint t Whilst I was 
yet gazing upon it, the deep tones of thu old churcft 
clock proclaimed that it was six o’clock 'I vent up 

* Written in the August of 182 f 

t Ihe housekeeper was in the habit ol telling me that the 
lady had lived (meaning, perhaps, had been born) two centuries 
ago, that date would better agrejs with the tradition that the 
portrait was a copy from Vandyke All that she knew further 
about the lady was that either to the gramifar school, or to 
that particular college at Oxford with which the school was 
connected, or else to that particular dollege at Oxford with 
which Mr Lawson personally was connected, or else, fourthly, 
to Mr Lawson himself as a private individual, the unknown 
lady ha9 been a special benefactress She was also a special 
benefactress to me, through eighteen months, £v means of her 
■weet Madonna countenance. And in some degree it serves 
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to the picture, kissed it, then gently walked out, and 
closed the door for ever 

• • 

So blendted and intertwisted m this life are 
occasions of laughter «.nd of tears that 1 cannot yet 
recall without smiling an incident which occurred at 
that time, and whicA had nearly put a stop to the 
immediate execution of my plan 1 hacL*a trunk of 
immense weight, for, belles my clothes, it contained 
nearly all my library The difficulty was to get^his 
removed to a earner's, my room being at an serial 
elevation in the house, and (what was* worse) the 
staircase which communicated with this angle of the 
building was accessible only by a gallery, which 
passed the head-mu,bU r’s chamber-door I was a 
favourite with all the servants , and, knowing that any 
of them would screen me, and act confidentially, I com¬ 
municated m §f embarrassment to a groom of the head- 
master*s % *The groom declared his readiness to du 
anything I wished , and, when the time arrived, went 
upstairs to bring the trunk down This I feared was 
beyond the strength of any one man however, the 
groom was a man “ of Atlantean shoulders," and had 
a back as spacious as Salisbury Plains Accordingly 
he persisted in bringing down the trunk alone, whilst 
I stood waiting at the foot of the last flight, m great 

» 

to spiritualise and to hallow this service that of her who 
unconsciously rendered it I know neither the name, nor the 
exact rank or age, nor the place where she lived and died She 
was parted from me by perhaps two centuries , I from her by 
the gulf of eternity 
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anwety for the event For some time I heard him 
descending with steps slow and steady, but, unfortu¬ 
nately, from his trepidation, as he drew near the 
dangerous quai Lcr, within a few steps of r the gallery, 
his foot slipped , and the mighty burden, falling from 
his shoulders, gained such increase of impetus at each 
step of the descent, that on reaching the bottom, it 
trundled, o**rather leaped, right across, with the ?oise 
of twenty devils, against the very bedroom-door 
of Ine Archididascalus My first thought suggested 
that all was lost, and that my sole chance for 
effecting a <-rctn at was to sacrifice my baggage 
However, on reflection, I determined to abide the 
issue The groom, meantime, was in the utmost alarm, 
both on his own account and mine but, m spite of 
this, so irresistibly had the sense of the ludicrous, in 
this unhappy cvnti taken possession of his fancy 
that he sang out a long, loud, and canQ-ous peal of 
laughter, that might have wakened the ^ Seven 
Sleepers ” At the sound of this resonant merriment, 
withir the very ears of insulted authority, I could not 
forbear joining in it, subdued to this, not so much by 
the comic wilfulness of the trunk, trundling down from 
step to step with accelerated pace and multiplying 
uproar, like the A£ai drafify * (ihe contumacious stone) of 
Sisyphus, as by the effect it had upbn the groom 
We both expected, as a matter of cours&, that Mr 
Lawson would sally out of his room, for, in general, 
if but a mouse stirred, he sprang out like a mastiff 
from his kennel Strange to say, however, on this 

* u Aftrn hreira TtHAvTc KvXlvSero Arofci dvai3?}s ”^Hom Ociyss 
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occasion, when the noise of laughter had subsided, 
no sound, or rustling even, was to be heard in the 
bedroom Mr Lawson had a painful complaint, 
which, oftenLlmes keeping him awake, made his sleep, 
when it did come, pectiiarly deep Gathering courage 
from the silence, the groom hoisted his burden again, 
and accomplished the Remainder of his descent without 
accident I waited until I saw the trunk^placed on 
a wheel-barrow, and on its road to the carrier’s then, 
u with Providence my guide," or, more truly it might 
be said, with my own headstrong folly for law and 
impulse, I set off on foot, carrying a small parce* 
with some articles of dress under my arm, a favourite 
English poet m one pocket, and an odd volume, con¬ 
taining about one-hall of Cantei’s Euripides , in the 
other 

On leaving Manchester, by a south-western route, 
towards Chester and Wales, the first town that I 
reached £to*the best of my remembrance) was Altnn 
cham—colloquially called Awtngrm When a child o' 
three years old, and sulienng from the hooping-cough, 
I had been carried for change of air to different places 
on the Lancashire coast, and, in order to benefit by 
as large a compass as possible of varying atmospheres, 
I and my nurse had been made to rest for the first 
night of our to6r at this cheerful little town of Altrin¬ 
cham On*the nest morning, which ushered in a 
most dazzling day of July, I rose earlier than m> 
nurse fully approved but in no long time she found 
it advisable to follow my example, and, after putting 
me through iffy morning’s drill of ablutions and the 
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Lo**d's-prayer, no sooner had she fully arranged my 
petticoats than she lifted me up m her arms, threw 
open the window, and let me suddenly look down 
upon the gayest scene I had ever behefcl—viz, the 
little market-place of Altrincham at eight o’clock in 
the morning It happened to be the market-day, and 
I, who till then had never consciously been in any 
town whatever, was equally astonished and delighted 
with the novel gaiety of the scene Fruits, such as 
can"be had m July, and flowers were scattered about 
in profusion even the stalls of the butchers, from 
their brilliant cleanliness, appeared attractive and the 
bonny young women of Altrincham were all tripping 
about in caps and aprons coquettishly disposed The 
general hilarity of the scene at this early hour, with 
the low murmurmgs of pleasurable conversation and 
laughter, that rose up like a fountain to the open 
window, left so profound an impression *pon me tha'c 
I never lost it All this occurred, as I "have said, 
about eight o’clock on a superb July morning 
Exactly at that time of thq morning, on exactly such 
another heavenly day of July, did I, leaving 
Manchester at six am, naturally enough find myself 
in the centre of the Altrinchim market-place Nothing 
had altered There were the very same fruits and 
flowers, the same bonny young women tripping up 
and down in the same (no, not the same) coquettish 
bonnets, everything was apparently the same perhaps 
the window of my bedroom was still open, only my 
nurse and I were not looking out, for alas 1 on recollec¬ 
tion, fourteen years precisely had passed since then. 
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Breakfast-time, however, is always a cheerful stago of 
the day, if a man can forget his cares at any season, 
it is then , and after a walk of seven miles it is doubly 
so I felt it at the time, and have stopped, therefore, 
to notice it, as a singular coincidence, that twice, and by 
the merest accident, I should find myself, precisely as 
the clo<^s on a July morning were all striking eight, 
drawing inspiration of pleasurable feelings from the 
genial sights and sounds in the little market-place 
of Altrincham There I breakfasted , and alread/ by 
the two hours 1 exercise I felt myself half restored to 
health After an hour's rest, I started agiin upon my 
journey all my gloom and despondency were already 
retiring to the rear, and, as I left Altrincham, I said to 
mvself, il All places, it seems, are not Whispering 
Galleries ” 

The distance between Manchester and Chester was 
^bout forty railes What it ts under railway changes I 
know noj 1 This I planned to walk m two days for, 
though the whole might have been performed in one, I 
saw no use in exhausting myself, and my walking 
powers were rusty from long disuse I wished to bisect 
the*journey, and, as nearly as I could expect—i e , within 
two or three miles—such a bisection was attained in a 
clean roadside inn, of the class so commonly found in 
England A kind, motherly landlady, easy in her circum¬ 
stances, having no ^motive for rapacity, and looking 
for her livelihood much less to her inn than to her faim, 
guaranteed to me a safe and profound night's rest On 
the following morning there remained not quite eighteen 
nules between 'myself J and venerable Chester Before I 



132 


CONFESSIONS OF 


reached it, so mighty now (as ever before and since} had 

become the benefit from the air and the exercise that 

oftentimes I felt inebriated and crazy with ebullient 

spirits. But for the accursed letter, which s6metimes 

€1 

Came over me, 

As doLli the raven o’er the 1 ifect* d bouse, 

i 

I should hftve too much forgot my gravity undei this 
new-born health For two hours before reaching Chester, 
from the accident of the south-west course which the 
road itself pursued, I saw held up aloft before my eyes 
that matchless spectacle, 


New, and ^et as old 

As the foundations of the heavens and earth, 

an elaborate and pompous sunset hanging ove r the 
mountains of North Wales The clouds passed slowly 
through several arrangements, and in the last of these 
I read the very scene which six months before I'nad read 
m a most exquisite poem of Wordsworth’s, ex f racted 
entire into a London newspaper (I think the S/ James's 
Chronicte) It was a Canadian lake, 

Willi all its fairy crowds 
Of islands that together lie 
As quietly as spots of sky 1 
An ongst the evening clouds 1 

rhe scene in the poem (“ Ruth ”), that had been 
originally mimicked by the poet from the sky, was 
here re-mimicked and rehearsed to the life, as it seemed, 
by the sky from the poet Was *1 then, in July i8o*, 
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really quoting from Wordsworth? Yes, reader; an I I 
only m all Europe In 1799, I had become acquainted 
with “ We are Seven ” at Rath In the winter of 
1801-2 I h«id read the whole of “Ruth”, early in 
1803 I had written to* Wordsworth In May 1803 I 
had received a very long answer from Wordsworth 
1 lie next morning' after reaching Chester, my first 
thought on rising was directed to the vexauous letter 
in my custody The odious responsibility, thrust upon 
me in connection with this letter, was now becoming 
every hour more irritating, because every hour more 
embarrassing to the freedom of my own 9 movements, 
since it must by this time have drawn the post-office 
into the ranks of my pursuers Indignant I was that 
th is letter should have the power of making myself an 
accomplice in causing anxiety, perhaps even calamity, 
to the poor emigrant—a man doubly liable to unjust 
suspicion, fiist, as by his profession presumably poor, 
and, secqnaly, as an alien Indignant I was that this 
most filthy of letters should also have the power of 
forcing me into all sorts^ of indirect and cowardly 
movements at inns , for beyond all things it seemed to 
me important that I should not be arrested, or even 
for a moment challenged, as the wrongful holder of 
an important letter, before I had testified, by m> own 
spontaneous transfer of it, that I had not daHud with 
any idea of converting it to my own benefit In some 
a ay I must contrive to restore the letter But was it 
not that the simplest of all courses to take my hat 
before Sitting down tp breakfast, present myself at the 
nost office, tender nly explanation, and then (like 
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Christian in Bunjan’s allegory) to lay down my soul- 
wearying burden at the feet of those who could sign 
my certificate of absolution ? Was not that simple ? 
Was not that easy? Oh, yes, beyond a ooubt And, 
if a favourite fawn should be "carried off by a lion, 
would it not be a very simple and easy course to 
walk after the robber, follow him into his den. and 
reason with the wretch on the indelicacy Q f his 
conduct? In my particular circumstances, the post-* 
office was m relation to myself simply a lion's den 
Two separate parties, I felt satisfied, must by this time 
be in chase r of me , and the two chasers would be 
confluent at the post-office Beyond all other objects 
which I had to keep in view, paramount was that of 
fencing against m) own re-capture. Anxious I was 
on behalf of the poor foreigner, but it did not strike 
me that to this anxiety I was bound to sacrifice 
myself Now, if I went to the post-office, I felt sure 
that nothing else would be the result, and afterwards 
it turned out that m this anticipation I had been 
right For it struck me that the nature of the 
enclosure in the French letter—viz, the fact that 
without a forgery it was not negotiable—could not be 
known certainly to anybody but myself Doubts upon 
that point must have quickened the anxieties of all 
connected with myself, or connected * with the case 
More urgent consequently would <have been the appli¬ 
cations of " Monsieur Monsieur 11 to the post-office, 
and consequently of the post-office to the Priory, and 
consequently more easily suggested and concerted 
between the post-office and the* Priori would be all 
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the arrangements for stopping me, in the event of any 
taking the route of Chester—in which case it was 
natural to suppose that I might personally return the 
letter to th 5 official authorities Of course, none of 
these measures was ciB'tainly known to myself, but 1 
guessed at them as reasonable probabilities, and it 
was evident that the fifty and odd hours since mj 
elopement from Manchester had allowed ample time 
for concerting all the requisite preparations As a 
last rtsource, in default of any better occurring, it is 
likely enough that my anxiety would have tempted 
me into this mode of surrendering my® abominable 
trust, which by this time I regarded with such eyes 
of burning malice as Smbad must have directed at 
intervals towards the venerable ruffian that sat astride 
upon his shoulders But things had not yet come to 
SinoadS state of desperation, so, immediately after 
Areakfast, I 4 ook my hat, determining to review the 
case anfi a'dopt some final decision in the open air 
For I have always found it easier to thmk over a 
matter of perplexity whjjst walking in wide open 
spaces, under the broad eye of the natural heavens, 
than whilst shut up in a room But at the very door 
of the inn I was suddenly brought to a pause by the 
recollection that some of the servants from the Priory 
were sure on every forenoon to be at times in the 
streets The streeta, however, could be evaded by 
shaping a course along the city walls, which I did, 
and descended into some obscure lane that brought 
me gradually to the.banks of the river Dee In the 
infancy of its course amongst the Denbighshire 
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mcruntams, this river (famous m our pre-Norman 
history for the earliest parade * of English monarchy) 
is wild and picturesque } and even below my mother’s 
Priory it wears a character of interest w But, a mile 
or so nearer to its mouth, wllen leaving Chester for 
Parkgate, it becomes miserably tame, and the several 
reaches of the river take the appearance of formal 
canals. On the right bank f of the river runs an 
artificial mound, called the Cop It was, I believe, 
originally a Danish work, and certainly its name is 
Danish (/ e , Icelandic, or old Danish), and the same 
from which' is derived our architectural word coping 
Upon this bank I was walking, and throwing my gaze 
along the formal vista presented by the river. Some 

* "Earliest parade r —It was a very scemcal para iff, for 
somewhere along; tins reach of the Dee—viz , immediately 
below St Johns Priory—»r, the first sovereign of a«! 
England, was row cd by nine vassal reguh 

t 44 Rtght batik' —But which bank ts right, and toh»ch left, 
under circumstances of position varying by possibility without 
end? This is a reason iblt (hmur, but jet it a/gues an 
inexperienced reader >or always the position of the spectator 
is conventionally fixed. In nnlil uy tactics, in pmlosophic 
geography, in history, etc , the uniform assumption is that you 
are standing with your back to the source ot the river, and 
your eyes travelling along wilh iis cum nt , Thai bank of the 
nver which under these cticumslance i Ins upon your right 19 
the right bank absolutely, ami not re!* izcly only (as ‘would be 
the case if a room, and m>i a river, weie concerned) Hence 
it follows thdt the Midul'bCx side of the r lh ones is always the 
left bank, and the Surrey side always the right bank, no matter 
whether you are moving from London* to Oa^pid, or revLisely 
from Oxford to London 
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trifle of anxiety might mingle with this gaze at title 
first, lest perhaps Philistines might be abroad, for it 
was just possible that I had been watched But I 
have generally found that, if you are m quest of some 
certain escape from PWilistines of whatsoever class— 
snerift-officers, bores, no matter what—the surest refuge 
is to be found amongst hedgerows and fields, amongst 
cows and sheep in fact, cows are amongst the gentlest 
jf breathing creatures, none show more passionate 
tenderness to their young when deprived of them, 
and, in short, I am not ashamed to profess a deep 
ove for these quiet creatures On fhe present 
occasion there wt re many cows grazing in the fields 
nelow the Cop but all along the Cop itself I could 
uescry no person whatever answering to the idea of a 
Philistine in fact, there was nobody at all, except 
one woman, apparently middle aged (meaning by that 
frbm thntj fiw to forty-five), neatly dressed, though 
perhaps 411 * ruatu fashion, and by no possibility 
belonging to an\ class of my enemies, for already I 
was near enough to see s<\ much I his woman might 
e a quarter of a mile distant, and was steadily 
ijvancing towards me—face to fa< c Soon, therefore, 

1 a as beginning to read tfie character of her features 
ruty distinctly, and her countenance naturally served 
a a mirror to tcho and reverberate my own feelings, 
r oiN quently my own norror (horror without exaggera¬ 
tion it was), at a sudden uproar of tumultuous sounds 
*siug cl unorousl) ahead Ahead I mean in relation 
^ niyseli, but to heu the s^ound was from the rear 
Our situation was b'V„fi) tins. Nearly hall a mile 
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behind the station of the woman, that reach ot the 
mer along which we two were moving came to an 
abrupt close, so that the next reach, making nearly 
a right-angled turn, lay entirely out of 1 view From 
ttys unseen reach it was that ,l the angry clamour, so 
passionate and so mysterious, arose and I, for my 
part, having never heard such a fierce battling outcry, 
nor even heard of such a cry, either m books *or on 
the stage, in prose or verse, could not so much as 
whisper a guess to myself upon its probable cause 
Only this I felt, that blind, unorganised nature it must 
be—and nothing in human or in brutal wrath—that 
could utter itself by such an anarchy of sea-like 

uproars What was it? Where was it? Whence was 
it? Earthquake was it? convulsion of the steadfast 
earth ? or was it the breaking loose from ancient 

chains of some deep morass like that of Solway ? 
More probable it seemed that the tvt&hww t>f 

Euripedes (the flowing backwards of rivers to their 
fountains) now, at last, after ages of expectation, had 
been suddenly realised , Not long I needed to 

speculate, for within half a minute, perhaps, from 
the first arrest of our attention, the proximate cause 
of this mystery declared itself to our eyes, although 
the remote cause (the hidden cause ^ of that visible 
cause) was still as dark as before Round that right- 
angled turn which I have mentioned as wheeling 
mto the next succeeding reach of the river, suddenly 
as with the trampling of cavalry—but all dressing 
accurately—and the water at the outer angle sweep¬ 
ing so much faster than that at the inner angle, as 
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to keep the front ot advance rigorously m line, 
violently careered round into our own placid watery 
vista a huge charging block of waters, filling the whole 
channel of the river, and coming down upon us at the 
rate of forty miles a.« hour Well was it for us, 
myself and that respectable rustic woman, us the 
Deucalion and Pyrrha of this perilous moment, 
sole .survivors apparently of die deluge (since by 
accident there was at that particular moment on 
that particular Cop nothing else to survive), fhat 
by means of this Cop, and of ancient Danish hands 
(possibly not yet paid for their work), we fould survive 
In fact, this watery breastwork, a perpendicular wall 
of water carrying itself as true as if controlled by a 
mason's plumb-line, rode forward at such a pace, that 
obviously the fleetest horse or dromedary would have 
had no chance of escape Many a decent railway even, 
atnong railways since born its rivals, would not have 
had abo^e 'the third of a chance Naturally, I had 
too short a time for observing much or accurately, and 
universally I am a poor har^d at observing, else I should 
say, that this riding block of crystal waters did not gallop, 
but went at a long trot, yes, long trot—that most frightful 
of paces in a tiger, m a buffalo, or in a rebellion of waters 
Even a ghost, I feel convinced, would appal me more 
if coming up at* a long diabolical trot, than at a canter 
or gallop ^he first impulse to both of us was derived 
from cowardice, cowardice the most abject and selfish 
Such is man, though a Deucalion elect, such is woman, 
though a decent Pyr/Iia Both of us ran like hares, 
neither did I, lieucalidn, think of poor Pyrrha at all for 
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th« Hist sixty seconds Yet, on the other hand, why 
rfu \f I ? It struck me seriously that St George’s 
tlunml (and, if so, beyond a doubt, the Atlantic Ocean) 
had broke loose and was, doubtless playing the same 
insufferable gambols upon all »*/\\rs ulong a seaboard 
of six to seven thousand miles } in whicn case, as all 
the nec of woman must be doomed, now romantic a 
speculation it was for me, sole relic of hteratiwe, to 
think specully of one poor Pyrrha, probably very 
illiterate, whom I had never yet spoken to r IJiat idea 
pulled me up J\W spoken to hcrl Then I would 
speak to h£-r, and ihe more so, because the sound of 
he pursi ng river told me that flight was useless And, 
besides, if any reporter or sub-editor of some Chester 
chronicle should at this moment, with his glass be 
sweeping the Cop, and discover me flying under these 
unchivalrous circumstances, he might gibbet me to 
all etermtv Halting, therefore land really I had nbt 
run above eighty or a hundred steps), I wkilfd for my 
solitary co-tenant of the Cop She was a little blown 
by running, and could not pasily speak, besides which, 
at the very moment of her coming up, the preternatural 
column of waters, running in the very opposite direction 
to the natural current of ttte river, came up with us, 
ran by with the ferocious uproar of a hurricane, sen' 
up the sides of the Cop a salute of waters, as if 
hypocritically pretending to kiss our feet, but secretly 
understood by all parties as a vain treacherv for pulling 
us down into the flying deluge, whilst ah along both 
hanks the mighty refluent wash c was heard as it rode 
al leaving memorials, by sighPi and'by sound, of Us 
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victorious power But my female associate in tfiia 
terrific drama, what said she, on coming up with me? 
Or what said I? For, by accident, I it was that spoke 
first, notwithstanding the fact, notorious and un¬ 
deniable, that I had never been introduced to her Hore, 
however, be it understood, as a case now solemnly 
adjudicated and set at rest, that, in the midst of anj 
great* natural convulsion—earthquake, suppose, water¬ 
spout, tornado, or eruption of Vesuvius—it shall r*nd 
may be lawful 111 all time coming (any usage or tradition 
to the contrary notwithstanding), for two English people 
to communicate with each otner, although, by affidavit 
made before two justices of the peace, it shall have been 
proved that no previous introduction had b' en possible , 
in all other cases the old statute ot non-intercourse holds 
good Meantime, the present case, in ditoill of more 
circumstantial evidence, might be r garded, if not as 

^ 9 

an earthquake, yet as r inking amongst the first-fruit^ 
or blosscflis of an earthquake bo I spoke without 
cruple • All my freezing English reserve gave waj 
under this boiling sense tff having bc^n so recently 
running for life and then, again suppose the water 
column should come back-j-ndmg along with the current, 
and no longer riding u< aunt it—m that case, we and 
ill the County I*duline might soon have to run for our 
hves Unde* such threaLtnmgs of common peril, surely 
U l rafifaoia or unlimited license of speech, ought 
spontaneously to proclaim itself without waiting for 
sanction 

So I asked her thcf # meaning of this horrible tumult 
m the waters how did she read the mystery? Her 



143 


CONFESSIONS OF 


aifswer was, that though she had never before seen 
such a thing, yet from her grandmother she had often 
heard of it, and, if she had run before, it, that was 
because I ran, and a little, perhaps, because the noise 
frightened her What was it, then? I asked “It 
was,” she said, “the Bore, and, it was an alTection to 
which only some few rivers here and there wdie liable, 
and the Dee was one of these” So ignorant was I, 
th^t, until that moment, I had never heard of such a 
nervous affection in rivers Subsequently I found that, 
amongst Erjglish rivers, the neighbouring river Severn, 
a far more important stream, suffered at springtides 
the same kind of hysterics, and, perhaps, some few 
other rivers in the British Island, but amongst Indian 
nveis, only the Ganges 

At last, when the Bore had been discussed to the 
full extent of our united ignorance, I went off to t|^e 
subject of that other curse, far more affliclipg than any 
conceivable bore—viz, the foreign letter in rfiy pocket 
The Bore had certainly alarmed us for ninety or a 
hundred seconds, but the litter would poison my very 
existence, like the bottle-imp, until I could transfer it 
to some person truly qualified to receive it Might 
not my fair friend on the Cop be marked out by Fate 
as “the coming woman” born to deliver me from this 
pocket curse? It is true that she displayed a rustic 
simplicity somewhat resembling that of Audrey in 
As you Itke it Her , m fact, not at all more than 
Audrey, had the gods been pleased to make u poetical n 
But, for my particular mission, tfiat might be amongst 
her best qualifications At any rate, I was weaned 
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in spirit under my load of responsibility personally 
liberate myself by visiting the post-office, too surely 
I felt as the ruin of my enterprise m its very outset 
Some agent bust be employed, and where could one 
be found promising by* looks, words, manners, more 
trustworthiness than this agent, sent by accident? The 
case almost explained * itself She readily understood 
how the resemblance of a name had thrown the letter 
into my possession, and that the simple remedy was— 
to restore it to the right owner through the right 
channel, which channel was the never-enough-to-be- 
esteemed General Post-office, at that time "pitching its 
tents and bivouacking nightly in Lombard Street, but 
for this special case legally represented by the Chester 
head-office a service of no risk to her, for which, on 
the contrary, all parties would thank her I, to begin, 
begged to put my thanks into the shape of half-a- 
cibwn but, aj some natural doubts arose with respect 
to her pregstf station in life (for she might be a farmer’s 
wife, and not a servant), I thought it advisable to 
postulate the existence of sp me youthful daughter to 
which mythological person I begged to address my 
offering, when incarnated in the shape of a doll 

I therefore, Deucalion that was or had been pro- 
visionally through a brief interval of panic, took leave 
of my Pyrrha, sole partner in the penis and anxieties 
of that astounding Bore, dismissing her—Thessalian 
Pyrrha—not to any Thessalian vales of Tempe, but— 
O ye powers of moral anachronism 1 —to the Chester 
Post-office, and warnipg her on no account to be pre¬ 
maturely wheedled out of her secret Her position, 
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diplomatically speaking, was better (as 1 made her 
understand) than that of the post-office she having 
something in her gift—viz, an appointment to forty 
guineas, whereas in the counter-gift of th'e proud post- 
office was nothing, neither for* instant fruition nor in 
far-off reversion Her, in fact, one might regard as a 
Pandora, carrying a box with 'something better than 
hope at the bottom, for hope too often betrays*, but 
a draft upon Smith, Payne, & Smith, which never 
betrays, and for a sum which, on the authority of 
Goldsmith, makes an English clergyman 11 passing 
rich ” through a whole twelvemonth, entitled her 
to look scornfully upon every second person that 
she met 

In about two hours the partner of my solitary 
kingdom upon the Cop re-appeared, with the welcome 
assurance that Chester had sumved the Bore, that all 
was right, and that anything which ®/er had be£n 
looking crooked was now made straight as # tlje path of 
an arrow She had given “ my love ” (so she said) to 
the post-office, had beui thanked by more than either 
one or two amongst the men of letters who figured 
in the equipage ol that establishment, and had been 
assured th it, long before daylight departed, one large 
cornucopia of justice and lelicity would be emptied 
out upon the heads of all parties in the drama I 
myself, not the least afflicted person on the roll, was 
already released—suddenly released, and fully—from 
the iniquitous load of responsibility thrust upon me, 
the poor emigrant was released from his conflict with 
fears that were uncertain, and ‘creditors too certain. 
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the post-office was released from the scandal and em¬ 
barrassment of a gross irregularity, that might eventually 
have brought the postmaster-general down upon their 
haunches, and the household ajt the Priory were 
released from all anxieties, great and sound and 

visionary, on the question of my tancic cl felony 

In thpse anxieties,* one person there was that never 
had condescended to participate This was my eldest 
sister Mary—just eleven months senior to myself She 
was among the gentlest of girls, and yet irom the trery 
first she had testified the most incredulous disdain of 
all who fancied her brother capable of aity thought 90 
base as that of meditating a wiong to a needv exile 
At present, after exchanging a lew parting words and 
a few final or farewell farewells with my faithful hirale * 
agent, iurther business I had none to detain me in 
Chester, except what concerned this particular sister My 
business wit Yp her was not to thank her for the lesolute 
justice vtfiidh she had done me, since as \ ct I could not 
know of that service, but simply to sec her, to learn 
the domestic news of the^Pnorj, and, according to the 
possibilities of the case, to concert with her *om plan 
of regular correspondence Meantime it happened that 

* Some pf'oplf arc irritated, or even fancy themselves 
insulted, by overt acts of alliteration, as many people are by 
puns. On their account let me saj, that, although there are 
here eight sep irate fs n less than half a sentence, this is to 
be held as puie acricunt In fact, at one time there were 
nine f«* m the original cast of the sentence until I, in pity 
of the «*ffi out< <* 0 ptoptc* sulisuuiled jeniaie ajent tor female 
fr**nrL 
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a internal uncle, a military man on the Bengal establish¬ 
ment, who had come to England on a three-years' leave 
of absence (according to the custom in those days), was 
at this time a visitor at the Priory My mother's estab¬ 
lishment of servants was usually'limited to five persons 
—all, except one, elderly and torpid But my uncle, 
who had brought to England some beautiful A^ab and 
Persian hoises, found it necessary to gather about his 
stables an extra body of men and boys These were 
all Alert and active y so that, when I reconnoitred the 
windows of the Pnory in the dusk, hoping in some 
way to attratt my sister’s attention, I not only failed 

in that object, seeing no lights in any room which 

could naturally have been occupied by her, but I also 
found myself growing into an object of special attention 
to certain unknown servants, who, having no doubt 
received instructions to look out for me, easily inferred 
from my anxious movements that I must be the person 1 
1 wanted ” Uneasy at all the novel appearances of 
things, I went away, and returned, after an hour’s 

interval, armed with a note ^o my sister, requesting 

her to watcn for an opportunity of coming out for a 
few minutes under the shadows of the little ruins in 
the Priory garden,* where I meantime would be waiting 

* “ The little rums in the Pnory garden ’ —St John's Priory 
had been part of the monastic foundation attached to the very 
ancient church of St John, standing beyond the walls of 
Chester tarl y in the seventeenth centuiy, this Pnory, or so 
much of it as remained, was occupied as a dwelling-house by 
Sir Robert Cotton the antiquary And there, according to 
tradition, he had been visited by Ben Jordon All that 
remained of the Pnory when used a9 ‘ a domestic residence 



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 


M7 


This note I gave to a stranger, whose costume shewed 
him to be a groom, begging him to give it to the young 
lady whose address it bore He answered, in a respect¬ 
ful tone, thaf he would do so, but he could not sincerely 
have meant it, since (as^I soon learned) it was impossible. 
In fact, not one minute had I waited, when in glided 
amongst^ the ruins—not my fair sister, but my bronzed 
Bengal uncle 1 A Bt ng.il tiger would not more have 
startled me Now, to a dead certainty, I said, here 
comes a fatal barrier to the prosecution of my schfeme 
I was mistaken Between my mother and my uncle 
there existed the very deepest affection J for they re¬ 
garded each other as sole reliques of a household once 
living together in memorable harmony But in many 

by Cotton was upon a miniature scale, except only the kitchec 
—« noble room, with a groined roof of stone, exactly as it had 
been fitted to Ijie uses of the monastic establishment The little 
hall of entrance, the dining-room, and principal bedroom, were 
in a mod&t style of elegance, fitted by the scale of accommoda¬ 
tion for, the abode of a literary bachelor, and pretty nearly as 
Cotton had left them two centuries before But the miniature 
character of the Priory, which had dwindled by successive 
abridgments from a renal quarto into a pretty duodecimo, was 
seen chiefly in the beautiful rtnns which adorned the little lawn, 
across which access was gained to the house through the hall 
These nun9 amounted at the most to three arches—which, 
because round and not pointed, were then usually called Saxon, 
as contra-distinguished from Gothic What might be the exact 
classification of the architecture I do not know Certainly 
the very ancient church of St John, to which at one time the 
Priory must have been an appendage, wore a character of harsh 
and naked simplicity that was repulsive But the little rums 
were really beautiful, and drew continual visits from artists and 
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tenures of character no human beings could stand off 
from each other in more lively repulsion And this 
was seen on the present occasion My dear excellent 
mother, from the eternal quiet of her decorous house¬ 
hold, looked upon every violent % or irregular movement, 
and therefore upon mine at present, much as she would 
have done upon the opening oi the seventh seal in 
the Revelations But my uncle was thoroughly a 1 man 
of the world, and what told even more powerfully on 
m>'behalf in this instance, he was a man of even morbid 
activity It was so exquisitely natural in his eyes that 
any rational person should prefer moving about amongst 
the breezy mountains of Wales, to a slavish routine of 
study amongst books grim with dust and masters too 
probably still more dusty, that ne seemed disposed 

skctc *crs through every successive summer Whether they had 
any Lrchilectur 1 enrichments, [ do not remember But thei 
interested all ncuple—hist by then miniature scale! which would 
have* quahhed them (li poi table) foi a direct introduction 
amongst l lie 41 properties and dt amahs person^ on our^ London 
opera boards , and, secondly, by Lilt excju site beauty of the 
bliruus, vv ilti-hower s, and ferns, tbit mu mounted the atclics 
with niLinai coronets of tiu ric nest composition In this 
condiliuu oi atlractivenes my rqolhci saw this 1 1 1Lie Priory, 
which uas then on si'l As a residence, it had the great 
aidvi, \ L^e ol standing aornewh it aloot liom dje city ot Chester, 
which, however (liki all cathedral cilits), was quiet and respect¬ 
able in the composition of its population My mother bought 
u, added o drawing-room, eight or nine bedrooms, dressing- 
rooms, etc , all on tiu miniature scale conesponding to the 
original plan B and thus foi med a very pretty residence, with 
the grace oi monastic antiquity banging ov^f the whole little 
Veti cat. 
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to regard my conduct as an extraordinary act of virtue 
On his advice, it was decided that there could be no 
hope m any contest with my main wishes, and that I 
should be ibft to pursue my original purpose of walking 
amongst the Welsh Aiountains, provided I chosp to 
do so upon the slender allowance of a guinea a week 
My uncjle, whose Indian munificence ran riot upon all 
occasions, would gladly have had a tar larger allow¬ 
ance made to me, and would himself have clandestinely 
given me anything I asked But I myself, from general 
ignorance (in which accomplishment I excelled), judged 
tins to be sufficient, and at this point my mother, 
hitherto passively acquiescent in my uncle's proposals, 
interfered with a decisive rigour that in my own heart 
I could not disapprove Any larger allowance, most 
reasonably she urged, what was it but to “ make pro- 
aamation to my two younger brothers that rebellion 
Ijore a premium, and that mutiny was the ready road 
to ease^aild comfort?” My conscience smote me at 
these words I felt something like an electric shock 
on this sudden reference, utterly unexpected, to my 
brothers, for, to say the truth, I had never once ad¬ 
mitted them to my thoughts in forecasting the eventual 
consequences that might possibly unroll themselves from 
my own headstrong act Here now, within three days, 
rang like a solemn knell, reverberating from the sound¬ 
ing-board within my awakened conscience, one of those 
many self-reproaches so dimly masked, but not circum¬ 
stantially prefigured, oy the secret thought under the 
dome of St Paul's Cathedral about its dread Whispering 
Gallery In this particular instance, I know that the 
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evil ^consequences from my own example never did take 
effect But at the moment of my mother’s sorrowful 
suggestion, the fear that they might take effect thrilled 
me with remorse My next brother, aboy*of generous 
and % heroic temper, was at a schobl governed by a brutal 
and savage master This brother, I well know, had justify 
ing reasons, ten times weightier than any which I could 
plead, for copying my precedent Most probable it« was 
that he would do so, but I learned many years sub¬ 
sequently from himself that in fact he did not The 
man’s diabolical malice at last made further toleration 
impossible. Without thinking of my example, under 
very different circumstances my brother won his own 
emancipation in ways suggested by his own views and 
limited by his own resources he got afloat upon the 
wide, wide world of ocean, ran along a perilous seven- 
years’ career of nautical romance, had his name almost 
blotted out from all memories in England, became of 
necessity a pirate amongst pirates , was liable lo jhe death 
of a pirate wherever taken , then suddenly, on a morning 
of battle, having effected h^s escape from the "bloody 
flag, he joined the English storming party at Monte 
Video, fought under the eye of Sir Home Popham, 
the commodore, and within* twenty-four hours after 
the victory was rated as a midshipman on board the 
Diadem (a 64-gun ship), which bore £fir Home’s flag 
All this I have more circumstantially narrated elsewhere. 
I repeat the sum of it here, as showing that his elope¬ 
ment from a brutal tyrant was not due to any mislead¬ 
ing of mine I happen to know, this^now—but then 
I could not know it And if I had "so entirely overlooked 



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 


* 5 * 

one such possible result, full of calamity to my youth 
ful brothers, why might I not have overlooked many 
hundreds beside, equally probable—equally full of peril ? 
That consicferation saddened me, and deepened more 
and more the ominous Suggestion—the oracle full of vroe 
—that spoke from those Belshazzar thundenngs upon 
the wall of the Whispering Gallery In fact, every 
intricate and untried path in life, where it was from the 
first a matter of arbitrary choice to enter upon it or 
avoid it, is effectually a path through a vast Hercyman 
forest, unexplored and unmapped, where each several 
turn in your advance leaves you open to*new anticipa¬ 
tions of what is next to be expected, and consequently 
open to altered valuations of all that has been already 
traversed Even the character of your own absolute 
experience, past and gone, which (ll anything in this 
world) you might surely answer for as sealed and 
settled for ever—even this you must submit to hold 
in suspense, as a thing conditional and contingent 
upon what is yet to come—liable to have its pro¬ 
visional character affirmed or reversed, according to 
the new combinations into which it may enter with 
elements only yet, perhaps, in the earliest stages of 
development 

Saddened by these reflections, I was still more 
saddened tyr the chilling manner of my mother If 
I could presume to descry a fault in my mother, it was 
—that she turned the chilling aspects of her high-toned 
character too exclusively upon those whom, in any 
degree, she kngw or> supposed to be promoters of eviL 
Sometimes her austentv might seem even unjust But 
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at p'.esent the whole artillery of her displeasure seemed 
to be unmasked, and justly unmasked, against a moral 
aberration, that offered for itself no excuse that was 

4r 

obvious in one moment, that was legible at one glance, 
that could utter itself in one w&rd My mother was 
predisposed to think ill of all causes that required many 
words I, predisposed to subtleties of all sorts and degrees, 
had naturally become acquainted with cases that cfo^Id 
not unrobe their apparellmgs down to that degree of 
simplicity If in this world there is one misery having 
no relief, it is the pressure on the heart from the Iticom - 
mvnicable And if another Sphinx should arise to 
propose another enigma to man—saying, What burden 
is that which only is insupportable by human fortitude? 
I should answer at once— It ts the burden of t/ie I?icom- 
mvnuabU At this moment, sitting in the same room of 
the Priory with my mother, knowing how reasonable she 
was—how patient of explanations—how candid—how 
open to pity—not the less I sank away in a hopelessness 
that was immeasurable from all effort at explanation. 
She and 1 were contcmplaMig the very same act, 
but she from one centre, I from another Certain I 
was, that if through one half-minute she could realise in 
one de u)]y expedience the suffering with which I had 
fought through more than three months, the amount of 
physical anguish, the desolation of all genial life, she 
would have uttered a rapturous absolution of that which 
else must always seem to her a mere explosion of wilful 
insubordination #< In this brief experience/ 1 she would 
exclaun, " I read the record of your acquittal, m this 
fiery torment I acknowledge the gladiatorial resistance " 
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Such in the case supposed would have been her revised 
verdict But this case was exquisitely impossible 
Nothing which offered itself to my rhetoric gave any but 
the feeblesf and most childish reflection of my past suffer¬ 
ings Just so helplesi did I feel, disarmed into jus£ the 
same languishing impotence to face (or make an effort at 
facing), the difficulty before me, as most of us have felt in 
the«dreams of our childhood when lying down without a 
struggle before some all-conquering lion I felt that the 
situation was one without hope , a solitary word, which 
I attempted to mould upon my lips, died away into a 
sigh } and passively 1 acquiesced in the"apparent con¬ 
fession spread through all the appearances—that in 
reality I had no palliation to produce 

One alternative, in the offer made to me, was, that I 
had permission to stay at the Priory The Priory, or the 
mountainous region of Wales, was offered freely to my 
r choice Either of the two offered an attractive abode 
The Pr<nory, it may be fancied, was clogged wilh the 
liability to fresh and intermitting reproaches But this 
was not so I knew mv mother sufficiently to be assured 
tnat, once having expiessed her sorrowful condemnation 
of my act, having made it impossible for me to misunder¬ 
stand hei views, she was read) to extend her wonted 
hospitality to me, and (as regarded all practical matters) 
her wonted kindness, but not that sort of kindness which 
could make me forget that l stood under the deepest 
shadows of her displeasure, or cuuld leave me for a 
moment free to converse at my ease upon any and every 
subject A man that is talking on simple toleration, 
and, as it were, under permanent protest, cannot feel 
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himself morally at his ease, unless very obtuse and 
coarse m his sensibilities 

Mine, under any situation approaching to the present, 
were so far from being obtuse that they werb morbidly 
and extravagantly acute. I had 'erred . that I knew, 
and did not disguise from myself Indeed, the rapture 
of anguish with which I had recurred m voluntary to my 
experience of the Whispering Gallery, and the symbolic 
meaning which I had given to that experience, mani¬ 
fested indirectly my deep sense of error through the dim 
misgiving which attended it—that m some mysterious 
way the sense 'knd the consequences of this error would 
magnify themselves at every stage of life, in proportion 
as they were viewed retrospectively from greater and 
greater distances I had, besides, through the casual 
allusion to my brothers, suddenly become painfully aware 
of another and separate failure in the filial obligations 
resting on myself Any mother, who is a widow, has 
especial claims on the co-operation of her eldest son in 
all means of giving a beneficial bias to the thoughts and 
purposes of the younger children and, if any mother, 
then by a title how special could my own mother invoke 
such co-operation, who had on her part satisfied all the 
claims made upon her maternal character, by self- 
sacrifices as varied, as privately I knew them to be 
exemplary Whilst yet comparatively young, not more 
than thirty-six, she had sternly refused all countenance, 
on at least two separate occasions, to distinguished 
proposals of marriage, out of pure regard to the memory 
of my father, and to the interests of hjs children Could 
I fail to read, m such unostentatious exemplifications of 
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maternal goodness, a summons to a corresponding 
earnestness on my part in lightening, as much as 
possible, the burden of her responsibilities? Alas I too 
ceitamly, as regarded that duty, I felt my own 1 allure ; 
one opportunity had tfeen signally lost, and yet, on pther 
hand, I also felt that more might be pleaded on my 
behalf than could by possibility be apparent to a neutral 
bystander But this, to be pleaded effectually, needed to 
be said—not by myself, but by a disinterested advocate 
and no such advocate was at hand In blind distress of 
mind, conscience-stricken and heart-stricken, I stretched 
out my arms, seeking for my one sole auxiliary, that 
was my eldest sister Mary, for my younger sister Jane 
was a mere infant Blindly and mechanically, I stretched 
out my arms as if to arrest her attention, and giving 
utterance to my labouring thoughts, I was beginning 
to speak, when all at once I became sensible that Mary 
r was not tlfere I had heard a step behind me, and 
supposed It hers since the groom's ready acceptance of 
my letter to her had pre-occupied me with the belief 
that I should see her in* a few moments But she was 
far away, on a mission of anxious, sisterly love Im¬ 
mediately a r ter my elopement, an express had been sent 
off to the Pnory from Manchester, this express, well 
mounted, had, not spent more than four hours on the 
road He, must have passed me on my first day's walk, 
and, within an hour after hts arrival, came a communica¬ 
tion from the post-office, explaining the nature and 
value of the letter that had been so vexatiously thrust 
into my hand*. Alarm spread through the Pnory for it 
must be confessed that the coincidence of my elopement 
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with <^his certified delivery of the letter to myself, gave 
but too reasonable grounds for connecting the two 
incidents 1 was grateful to dear Mary for resisting 
such strong plausibilities against me, and yet I could 
not feel entitled to complain of' those who had not 
resisted The probability seemed that I must have 
violated the laws to some extent, either by forgery or 
by fraudulent appropriation In either case, the iriost 
eligible course seemed to be my instant expatriation 
France (this being the year of peace) or Holland would 
offer the best asylum until the affair should be settled, 
and, as there could be no anxieties in any quarter as to 
the main thing concerned in the issue—viz , the money 
—in any case there was no reason to fear a vindictive 
pursuit, even on the worst assumption as regarded the 
offence An elderly gentleman, long connected with the 
famih, and in many cases an agent tor the guardians, at 
this moment oiTered his services as counselor and pro¬ 
tector to my sister Mary Two hours, therefore, from 
the arrival of the Manchester express (who, starting 
abcut 11 am, had reached Chester at 3 p m ), all the 
requisite steps having been concerted with one of the 
CIk titer banks for getting letters of credit, etc , a carriage- 
and-four was at the Priory gate, into which stepped mv 
sister Mary, with one female attendant aiijl her friendly 
escort And thus, the same day, on which I ,had made 
my exit from Mr Lawson's, saw the chase after me 
commencing Sunset saw the pursuers crossing the 
Mersey, and trotting into Liverpool Thence to Onus- 


kirk, thirteen miles, and thence to frroud Preston , about 
twenty more Within a trifle, these three stages make 
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fitly miles , and so much did my chasers, that piysued 
when no man fled, accomplish before sleeping On the 
next da\, long and long before the time when I, in my 
humble ptflestrian character, reached Chester, my sister's 
party had reached Artibleside—distant about ninety-two 
miles from Liv< rpool, consequently somewhere about a 
hundred and se\en Miles from the Priory This chasing 
party, with good reason, supposed themselves to he on 
my traces ever after reaching “proud Preston/ which is 
the point of confluence on the Liverpool and Manchester 
roads northwards For I myself, having originally 
planned my route foi the English Lakes, purposely 
suffered some indications of that plan to remain behind 
me, in the hope of thus giving a false direction to any 
pursuit that might be attempted 

The further course of this chase was disagreeably 
made known to me about four years later, on attain¬ 
ing my majority, by a “little account" of about ^150 
against* rfiy little patrimonial fortune Of all the 
letters from the Priory (which, however, from natural 
oversight were not thought of until the day after my 
own arrival at the Priory— te 9 the third day after my 
sister’s departure), not one caught them which was 
unfortunate For the journey to and from the Lakes, 
together with a circuit of more than one hundred and 
fiftj miles amongst the Lakes, would at any rate have 
run up to nearly four hundred miles But it happened 
that my pursuers, not having time to sift su^h intelli¬ 
gence as they received, were misled into an e\cursus 
of lull two hundied.miles more, by chasmg an imaginary 
u me tf to the caves' thence to Bolton Abbey, thenc* 
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nearly to York Altogether, the journey amounted to 
above six hundred miles, all performed with four 
horses Now at that time the cost of four horses— 
which in the cheapest hay and corn season** was three 
shillings a mile, and m dear seasons four—was three- 
and-sixpence a mile, to which it was usual to compute 
an average addition of one shilling a mile fo^ gates, 
postillions, ostlers , so that the total amount, with *the 
natural expenses of the three travellers at the inns, ran 
up to five shillings a mile Consequently, five shillings 
being the quarter of a pound, six hundred miles cost 
the quarter ol £600 'I he only item in this long 
account which consoled me to the amount of a solitary 
smile for all this money thrown away, was an item in 
a bill at Patterdale (head of Ulleswater)— 

To an echo, first qual ly . . • - £o 10 o 

lo do, second quality . . o 5 o 

It seems the price of echoes varied, reasonably enough, 
w*th the amount of gunpowder consumed But at 
Low-wood, on Windermere, jialf-crown echoes might 
be had by those base snobs who would put up with 
a vile Brummagem substitute for “the genuine article ” 
Trivial, meantime, as regarded any permanent conse¬ 
quences, would have been this casual inroad upon 
my patrimony Had I waited until my sister returned 
home, which I might have been sure could only have 
been delayed through the imperfectly concerted system 
of correspondence, all would have prospered From 
her I should have received the ^cordiality and the 
genial sympathy which I needed , 'I could have quietly 
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pursued my studies, and my Oxford matriculation 
would have followed as a matter of course But, un¬ 
happily, having for so long a time been seriously 
shaken in health, any interruption of my wild open-air 
system of life instarAly threw me back into nervous 
derangements Past all doubt it had now become that 
the al fresco life, to Vhich I had looked with so much 
hopefulness for a sure and rapid restoration to health, 
was even more potent than I had supposed it Literally 
irresistible it seemed m re-organising the system <Sf my 
languishing powers Impatient, therefore, under the 
absence of my sister, and agitated ever/ hour so long 
as my home wanted its central charm in some house¬ 
hold countenance, some aOm-po^ow Aw*, beaming with 
perfect sympathy, I resolved to avail myself of those 
wild mountainous and sylvan attractions which at 
present lay nearest to me Those parts, indeed, of 
'Flintshire, or even of Denbighshire, which lay near to 
Chester, were not in any very eminent sense attractive 
The vale of Gressford, for instance, within the Flintshire 
border, and yet not mQre than seven miles distant, 
offered a lovely little seclusion, and to this I had a 
privileged access, and at first I tried it, but it was a 
dressed and ornamented pleasure-ground and two 
ladies oi some distinction, nearly related to each 
other, android friends of my mother, were in a manner 
the ladies paramount within the ring fence of this 
Arcadian vale But this did not offer what I wanted 
Everything was elegant, polished, quiet, throughout 
the lawns and gnoves of this verdant retreat * no 
rudeness was allowed here, even the little brooks were 
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traiT^ed to 14 behave themselves ” , and the two villas 
of the reigning ladies (Mrs Warrington and Mrs Parry) 
showed the perfection of good taste For both ladies 
had cultivated a taste for painting, and, I believe, had 
some execute e power Here fiiy introductions were 
rather too tavourable, since they forced me into 
society From Gressford, however, the character of 
the sci ne, considered as a daily residence, very soon 
repelled me, however otherwise fascinating by the 
accomplishments of its two possessors Just two-and- 
twenty miles from Chester, meantime, lay a far 
grander scent, the fine vale of Llangollen in the 
centre of Denbighshire Here, also, the presiding 
residents were two ladies, whose romantic retirement 
from the world at an early age had attracted for 
many years a general interest to their persons, habits, 
and opinions These ladies were Irish—-Miss Ponsonby, 
and Lady Eleanor Butler, a sister of Lcxd Ormond* 
I had twice been formally presented to* them by 
persons of a rank to stamp a value upon this intro¬ 
duction But, naturally, though high-bred courtesy 
concealed any such open expressions of feeling, they 
must have felt a very slight interest in myself or 
my opinions * I grieve to say that my own feelings 

* It is worthy of notice tli-it, 'when I, in thiij year 1802, and 
again m after > e irs, endeavoured to impress theiy favourably 
with regard to Wordsworth as a poet (that subject having not 
been introduced by myseli, but by one of the ladies, who 
happened to have a Cambridge friend intimate with the man, 
and perhaps with hit works), neither of them was disposed to 
look with any interest or hopclulness "upon this pretensions 
Bul a period long subsequent to this, when the House of 
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were not more ardent towards them Nevertheless, I 
presented myself at their cottage as often as 1 passed 
through Llangollen , and was always courteously 
received wlfen they happened to be m the country 
However, as it was rot ladies that I was seeking in 
Wales, I now pushed on to Carnarvonshire, and for 
some w^eks took a vfery miniature suite of rooms—viz, 
one room and a closet—at Bangor 

My landlady had been a lady’s-maid, or a nurse, or 
something of that sort, in the Bishop of Banfgor’s 
family, and had but lately married away from that 
family, or (to use her own expression) flad “ settled” 
In a little town like Bangor, barely to have lived in 
the bishop's family conferred some distinction, and my 
good landlady had rather more than her share of the 
pride natural to that glorious advantage What “my 
lord ” said, and what “ my lord ” did, how useful he 
Was m Parliament, and how indispensable at Oxford, 
formed tfre* daily burden of her talk All this I bore 
very well, for it cost no great effort to make allowance 
for the’garrulity of an old^ servant, and luckily nothing 
in our daily routine of life brought us often into each 
other's company Sometimes, however, we met, and 
of necessity, on such occasions, I must have appeared 

Commons had rung with appl.iust. un Sergeant lalfourd’s 
mention of his name, and when all American tourists oi any 
distinction floLked annually to Rydal Mount, Wordsworths 
own poems bear witness that a great revolution had been 
woiked at Llangollen. 1 men* ion this anecdote, because I 
have good reason to think that a laige propomon of the 
u conversions 9 in the *:ase ol Wordsworth took place under 
the same influence 



162 


CONFESSIONS OF 


in hpr eyes very inadequately impressed with the bishop's 
importance, and with the grandeur of having lived in 
a palace, and, perhaps, to punish me for my indifference, 
or it might, after all, be mere accident, She one day 
repeated to me a conversation* in which I was in¬ 
directly a party concerned She had been to the 
palace, and, dinner being oVer, she h^d been 
summoned into the dining-room In giving* an 
account of her household economy, she happened to 
mention that she had let what she styled somewhat 
magnificently her 41 apartments ” The good bishop 
(it seemed) Had thence taken occasion to caution her 
as to her selection of inmates, 44 for,” said he, 44 you 
must recollect, Betty, that Bangor is in the high road 
to the Head" ( the Head was the common colloquial 
expression for Holyhead), 44 so that multitudes of Irish 
swindlers, running away from their debts into England, 
and of English swindlers, running awayt from then 
debts to the Isle of Man, are likely to take tjus place 
in their route ” Such advice was certainly not without 
reasonable grounds, but rather fitted to be stored up 
for Mrs Betty's private meditations, than specially 
reported to me What followed was worse — 44 O my 
lord,” answered my landlady - (according to her own 
representation of the matter), 14 1 really don't think 

that this young gentleman is a swindler, because-” 

— 14 You don't think me a swindler ? " said I, interrupting 
her, in a tumult of indignation, 44 for the future I shall 
spare you the trouble of thinking about it" And 
without delay I prepared for my departure Some 
concessions the good woman seem&d disposed to make, 
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but a harsh and contemptuous expression, whujh I 
fear that I applied to the learned dignitary himself, 
roused her indignation m turn, and reconciliation then 
became impossible I was, indeed, greatly irritated at 
the bishop's having suggested any grounds of suspicion, 
however remotely, against a person whom he had never 
seen, and I thought of letting hnn know my mind in 
Gret^, which, at the same time that it would furnish 
some presumpLion in behalf of my respectability, might 
also (I hoped) compel the bishop to answer in # the 
same language, and in that case I doubted not to 
make good my superiority as a versatile wielder of 
arms, raicly managed with effect, against all the 
terrors of his lordship’s wig 

I was wrong if I said anything in my anger that 
was disparaging or sceptical as to the bishop's intel¬ 
lectual pretensions, which were not only very sound, 
but very appropriate to the particular stations which 
he filled^ ■ For the Bishop of Bangor (at that time 
Dr Cleaver) was also the head of Brasenose, Oxford 
—which college was indebted to him for its leadership* 

- The rank to winch Brasenose had suddenly nsen in the 
estimation of the world was put to the test m the following 
year The leading family in the house (the gens) of Grenville 
was, at tin** time, that of the Marquis of Buckingham, not long 
after elevated to the ducal rank The second son of this 
nobleman—vifc , Lord George Grenville (subsequently succeeding 
to the peerage of Nugent, and known in his literary character 
only as Lord Nugent)—happened, in this or the following year 
to be ripe for college , which means, in England, that he was 
* young man, and not a boy, generally, at the very least, 
eighteen years old According to all known precedent, he 
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at tfiat era in scholarship and discipline. In thi« 
academic character I learned afterwards that he might 
be called almost a reformer a wise, temperate, and 
success! ul reformer, and, as a scholar, f saw many 

I 

should have jjone to Christ Church Bui, on such a question 
arising, natural!} his uncle, Lord Grenville, undi r whose 
patronage the Grenville Homer had been puldi*-bed, 1 and who 
was reputed an accomplished scholar, assisted at the family 
council , rind by his advice, to the astonishment of Oxford, 
Brasknose was selected in preference to Christ Church , and, 
I believe, on the one sole ground of deference for the administrat¬ 
ive talents (combined with singular erudition) of Dr Cleaver 
This casual precedency, however, of Brasenose, resting (as it 
did) on a mere personal basis, ran down as suddenly as it had 
run up, and has long since been forgotten. The fact is, that 
rustic families, at a distance from Oxford, naturally presume 
some superior dignity in any college that should happen tc 
have a bishop for its ruler , not knowing that, in Oxford and 
Cambridge, all heads of considerable colleges hold themselves 
(and are held) equals in rank and dignity to the bench of 
bishops In Oxford more especially, this doctrine * eceives a 
standing illustration , for there the dean of the diocese is 
necessarily and ex officio the head of Christ Church, which 
(by the number and the rank of its population) is beyond all 
competition the supreme college in the whole university In 
that character, therefore (of college head), Mr Dean is a very 
much greater man than my lord the Bishop This virtual 
inferiority in the face of an ostensible superiority was, until 
the new regulations for somewhat equalising the bishopncks, 
further reinforced by the poverty of Oxford as an episcopal see. 
It ought to be added, that to hold the headship of a college in 
combination with a bishopnek, considering the burdensomeness 
of irreconcilable functions attached to each of the offices, is a 
scandalous violation of public duly sieh qs ought never to 
hai e won an hour’s toleration 
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years later that he had received the laudatory no # tice 
of Porson But f on the other hand, the bishop was 
not altogether without blame m unchaining his local 
influence, were it only by hint or insinuation, against 
a defenceless stranger < For so great a man, in so 
small a town as Bangor, was really as much of'an 
autocrat as a post-captain on the quarterdeck of his 
own ^vessel A “sea lawyer” in such a case must 
contrive to pocket his wrongs, until he finds himself 
u,nd the captain on shore Yet, after all, my schfcme 
was not altogether so absurd, and the anger, in which 
perhaps it might begin, all melted away in the fun 
which would have accompanied its execution It will 
strike the reader that my plan of retaliation must 
ha.ve failed by arming against me the official pride of 
the bishop Any man, it will be thought, occupying 
so dignified a place in public life—a lord of Parliament, 
bolder of a prize in the episcopal lottery (for Bangor 
was worth six thousand a year), a leading Don at 
Oxford — in short, a splendid pluralist, armed with 
diocesan thunder and lightning—would never stoop 
from his Jovian altitude to notice any communication 
whatever from a boy But it would make all the 
difference in the world thkt this communication by the 
supposition was to be in Greek Merc curiosity in 
such a case would compel the Bishop to read iL And 
then, shockingly irregular as such a course would be, 
a fatal temptation would arise to the hazardous ex¬ 
periment of answering it m Greek It would not be 
pleasant to shrink from the sort of silent challenge 
' thrown out by such an ixcentric form of epistle, when 
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wooded in the tone of respect due to the bishop’s age 
and spiritual office And certainly the degradation 
would be conspicuously less in replying even to a 
boy, if armed with that sort of accomplishment But 
was not the bishop a learned* man, well qualified to 
answer, whose reading must naturally be greater by a 
score of times than mine? I '*iad heard so, and I 
was told also, but long after, that he had written well 
and learnedly (but not m Greek) on the Arundel 
mafoles, even to attempt which, in our days, when 
the forestalling labours of two centuries have so much 
narrowed thte field open to original sagacity, argues 
an erudition far from common But I have already 
given it as my opinion, that there is no proportion 
held between a man's general knowledge of Greek, 
and the special art of writing Greek, that is, using it 
as a vehicle for ordinary and familiar intercourse. 
This advantage, not necessarily or usually belonging 
to the most exquisite Greek scholarship, 4 I myself 
wielded with a preternatural address for varying the 
forms of expression, and for bringing the most re¬ 
fractory ideas within the harness of Grecian phrase¬ 
ology llad the bishop yielded to the temptation ol 
replying, then I figured to myself the inevitable result 
—the episcopal hulk lying motionless on the water 
like a huge three-decker, not able to return x gun, 
whilst I, as a light agile frigate, should have sailed 
round and round him, and raked him at pleasure, as 
opportunity offered He could have had no opening 
for his erudition (as, for instance, upon the Arundel 
marbles, without too flagrantly recalling the cosmogony 
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man in the Vicar of Wakefield\ with his Hramov dp • *aJ 
d.T€\€&raiow rb ray Once falling into the snare of replying 
at all, his lordship would not be at liberty either to 
break off tlie correspondence abruptly, or to continue 
it without damage to %iis episcopal pomp My anger, 
meantime, sudden and fiery, as under a sens' of real 
injury, {jad not beeif malicious, and it was already 
propttiated beforehand by the mere fun and comic 
effect of the picture which I thus prefigured as arising 
between us In no case could I have found pleasure 
in causing any mortifications to the bishop—mortifica¬ 
tions which the Methodists (by this time* swarming in 
Carnarvonshire) would exultmgly have diffused In 
the end I should probably have confined myself to a 
grave and temperate remonstrance, simply stating the 
distressing consequences which were likely to result to 
me from the too unguarded insinuations of his 
Ibrdship • 

But tjiese consequences travelled fist upon the 
traces of those insinuations, and already upon the 
very day when my foolish landlady (more, perhaps, 
in thoughtlessness than with any purpose of mischief) 
had repeated the bishop's words in what seemed to 
me so insulting a tone, and so entirely wilhout pro¬ 
vocation (since there never had been the smallest 
irregularity 9 in our little weekly settlements), one of 
those consequences was, that I became houseless 
For I disdained to profit by the shelter of a house 
from which truth and courtesy seemed alike banished 
And from that pne consequence naturally enough flowed 
others, for, having, at any rate, to seek a new home, 



CONFESSIONS OF 


168 

I left Bangor * at once, and rambled away to Carnarvon 
—distant about two and a half hours’ smart walking 
At Carnarvon I found no lodging that altogether 
suited my purposes, hired lodgings being “then thinly 
sowp in North Wales, and iot some time, therefore, 
having a small reserve of guineas, I lived very much 
at inns 

This change of abode naturally drew my thoughts 
away from the bishop And thus gradually all my 
thoughts of expostulation faded away This I am 
disposed to regard as an unfortunate solution of the 
affair, which" otherwise would probably have taken 
the following course The bishop, as I afterwards 
heard when resident myself at Oxford and personally 
acquainted with men of Brasenose (to which college, 
indeed, subsequently, rny own youngest brother 
belonged), a reasonable and even amiable man 
On receiving, inertTore, my Greek remc nstrance, h£ 


* In tbio, except for what concerned the cheapness and the 
brilliant cleanliness of the lodgMgs, under the management 
of an English housemaid approved by in English bishop s 
housekeeper, there was little to r« gret Bangor, indeed, had 
few attiactions, fewer thin any c fc her spot in C irnarvon shire 
And vet, was there iiol the Cathedral 7 * Certainly tnere was, 
and lb d nut,hi have been a greet resource to me, had there 
been the regular choir services, but there were none Indeed, 
there could be none , for, so far as I ever heard, Iheie was 
no choir The cathedral cemetery was at that tune famous 
as the most beautilul in the whole kingdom But the beauty 
w is scarcely appropriate it was the beauty of a well-kept 
shrubbery, ami not of a cemetery It # ( 7 ontn%cd to look smiling 
and attractive by the entire dissembling of its real purposes 
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was sure as a scholar to have taken some interest in 
the writer, and he was too equitable to have neglected 
any statement, Greek or not Greek, which reflected, 
with some apparent justice, upon his own conduct as 
not sufficiently considerate He would, therefore, 
almost certainly have replied to me in courteous 
terms, Regretting the* accident which had made me 
houseless, but reminding me that all communications 
made to a dependant within a man’s own gates, and 
never meant as grounds of action, but simply as 
cautions—general and not special—are in law and 
usage held to be privileged communications, and 
equally whether written or spoken The insulting use 
made of this caution, he would have treated as due 
simply to the woman's coarseness, but in part* 
perhaps, as due to a cause which has much to do 
with the harsh and uncivil expressions of uneducated 
people—\iz, *their very limited command of language 
They use* phrases much stronger than naturally belong 
to their thoughts and meaning, simply because the 
narrowness of their vocabulary oftentimes suggests to 
their embarrassed choice no variation of expression 
wearing a character less offensive To such a letter 
1 should have made a suitable reply, and, thence¬ 
forward, it is probable that, until the Michaelmas 
term drew ,the bishop’s family away to Oxford, I 
should have found my abode in Bangor, or its 
neighbourhood, much improved as regards the com¬ 
mand of books That advantage would have been 
fugitive But other* and remoter advantages might 
have been more serious It happened that the college 
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to which the Manchester Grammar School would have 
consigned me as a privileged alumnus , was that very 
college over which the bishop presided I have no 
reason to think that the bishop would have had power 
to retrieve for me any part of the privileges which by 
my elopement I had wilfully forfeited but he would 
have had it abundantly in his" power to p J ace the 
ordinary college advantages of Fellowships, etc, within 
my reach whereas afterwards, going under erroneous 
counsel to a college disconnected from my own 
county and my own schools, I never enjoyed those 
ordinary opportunities of advancement, and consequently 
of literary leisure, which the English universities open 
to almost every man who qualifies himself duly to 
obtain them All this, however, was thrown into the 
world of dreams and fable by my hasty movement 
to Carnarvon, and that region which Pennant first 
distinguished by the name oi Snowdonia 1 H 

There were already, even in those days, of 1802, 
numerous inns, erected at reasonable distances from 
each other, for the accommodation of tourists and 
no sort of disgrace attached in Wiles, as too generally 
upon the great roads of England, to the pedestrian 
style of travelling Indeed, the majority of those 
whom I met as fellow-tourists in the quiet little 
cottage-parlours of the Welsh posting-houses were 
pedestrian travellers All the way from Shrewsbury 
through Llangollen, Llanrwst,* Conway, Bangor, then 

• Llanrwst” —This is an alarming: word for the eye , one 
vowel to what the English eye countu as .seven consonants 
but it is easily pronounced as TIanroost 
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turning to the left at right angles through Carnarvon, 
and so on to Dolgelly (the chief town of Merioneth¬ 
shire), Tan-y-Bwlch, Harlech, Barmouth, and through 
the sweet solitudes of Cardiganshire, or turning back 
sharply towards the J English border through , the 
gorgeous wood scenery of Montgomeryshire—every-* 
where intermitting’ distances of twelve to sixteen 
miles, I found the most comfortable inns One feature 
indeed of repose in all this chain of solitary re^ting- 
houses—\ iz, the fact that none of them rose above 
two storeys in height—was due to the ^modest scale 
on which the travelling system of the Principality 
had moulded itself in correspondence to the calls of 
England, which then (but be it remembered this 
then was *n 1802, a year of peace) threw a very small 
proportion of her vast migratory population annually 
into this sequestered channel No huge Babylonian 
Centres of commerce towered into the clouds on these 
sweet sylvan routes no hurricanes of haste, or fever- 
stricken armies of horses and flying chariots, tormented 
the echoes in these mountain recesses And it has 
often struck me that a world-weaned man, who sought 
for the peace of monasteries separated from their 
gloomy captivity—peace and silence such as theirs 
combined with the large liberty of nature—could not 
do better than revolve amongst these modest inns 
in the five northern Welsh counties of Denbigh, 
Montgomery, Carnarvon, Merioneth, and Cardigan 
Sleeping, for instance, and breakfasting at Carnarvon, 
then, by an easy mne-mile walk, going forwards to 
dinner at Bangor, thence to Aber—nine miles, or to 
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Llanberris, and so on for ever, accomplishing seventy 
to ninety or one hundred miles in a week This, 
upon actual experiment, and for week after week, I 
found the most delightful of lives Hefe was the 
eterpal motion of winds and rivers, or of the 
Wandering Jew liberated from the persecution which 
compelled him to move, and turned his breezy .freedom 
into a killing captivity Happier life I cannot imagine 
than this vagrancy, if the weather were but tolerable, 
through endless successions of changing btauty, and 
towards evening a courteous welcome in a pretty 
rustic home—that having all the luxuries of a fine 
hotel (in particular some luxuries * that are almost 
sacred to Alpine regions), was at the same time 
liberated from the inevitable accompaniments of such 
lotels in great cities or at great travelling stations— 
viz, the tumult and uproar 

Life on this model was but too deligh tful, and tft 
myself especially, that am never thoroughly jn health 
unless when having pedestrian exercise to the extent 
of fifteen miles at the most, ,and eight to ten miles at 
the least Living thus, a man earned his daily enjoy¬ 
ment But what did it cost? About half a guinea 
a day whilst my boyish allowance was not a third 
of tins The flagrant health, health boiling over in 
fiery rapture, which ran along, side by side, .with 
exercise on this scale, whilst all the while from 
morning to night I was inhaling mountain air, soon 

* But a luxury of another class, and quite peculiar to Wales, 
was in those days (I hope in these) the ^Welshaharp, in attendance 
at every inn 
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passed into a hateful scourge Perquisites to servants 
and a bed would have absorbed the whole of my 
weekly guinea My policy therefore was, if the 
autumnal air were warm enough, to save this expense 
of a bed and the chambermaid by sleeping amongst 
ferns or furze upon a hillside, and perhaps with a 
cloak o r i sufficient weight as well as compass, or an 
Araffs burnoose, this would have been no great hard¬ 
ship But then, in the daytime what an oppressive 
burden to carry l So perhaps it was as well that I 
had no cloak at all I did, however, for some weeks 
try the plan of carrying a canvas tent manulactured by 
myself, and not larger than an ordinary umbrella but 
to pitch this securely I found difficult, and on windy 
nights it became a troublesome companion As 
winter drew near, this bivouacking system became 
too dangerous to attempt Still one may bivouack 
decently, bafnng rain and wind, up to the end of 
October * And I counted, on the whole, that in a 
fortnight I spent nine nights abroad There are, as 
perhaps the reader kno\vs by experience, no jaguars 
in Wales—nor pumas—nor anacondas—nor (generally 
speaking) any Thugs # What I feared most, but 
perhaps only through ignorance of zoology, was, Test » 
whilst my sleeping face was upturned to the stars, 
some one ®f the many little Brahminical-lookmg cows 
on the Cambrian hills, one or other, might poach her 
foot into the centre of my face I do not suppose any 
fixed hostility of that nature to English faces in Welsh 
cows but everywhere I observe in the feminine mind 
something of beautiful caprice, a floral exuberance of 
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that charming wilfulness which characterises our dear 
human sisters I fear through all worlds Against 
Thugs I had Juvenal’s license to be careless in the 
emptiness of my pockets (cantabit vacuus * coram 
latrcnc viator) But I fear that Juvenal's license will 
not always hold water There are people bent upon 
cudgelling one who will persist in excusing one's 
having nothing but a bad shilling in one’s ptirse, 
without reading in that Juvenalian vafutias any privi¬ 
lege or license of exemption from the general fate of 
travellers that intrude upon the solitude of robbers 

Dr Johnson, upon some occasion, which I ha\e 
forgotten, is represented by his biographers as account¬ 
ing for an undeserving person's success in Lhese 
\erms “ Why, I suppose that his nonsense suited their 
nonsense ” Can that be the humiliating solution of 
my own colloquial success at this time m Carnarvon 
shire inns? Do not suggest such a thought, most 
courteous reader No matter won in whatsoever way, 
success ts success , and even nonsense, if it is j to be 
victorious nonsense—victorious over the fatal habit of 
yawning in those who listen, and in some cases over 
the habit of disputing—must t involve a deeper art or 
more effective secret of power than is easily attained 
Nonsense, in lact, is a very difficult thing Not every 
seventh son of a seventh son (to use Milton’s words) 

* “ Vacuus " —I am afraid, though many a year has passed 
since last 1 read Juvenal, that the true classical sense of vacuus 
is, careless , clear from aU burden of anxiety % so that vacuitas 
will be the result of immunity from robbery But suffer me to 
understand it in the sense of fret fiom* the burden of property , 
in which sense vacuitas would be the cause of such an immunity. 
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is equal to the task of keeping and maintaining a 
company of decent men m orthodox nonsense for a 
matter of two hours Come from what fountain it 
may, all talk that succeeds to the extent of raising a 
wish to meet the talkei* again, must contain salt, qjust 
be seasoned with some flavouring element pungent 
enough ,to neutralist the natural tendencies of all 
mixed conversation, not vigilantly tended, to lose 
itself in insipidities and platitudes Above all things, 
I shunned, as I would shun a pestilence, ColeruJge's 
capital error, which through life he practised, of 
keeping the audience in a state of passiveness Unjust 
this was to others, but most of all to himself This 
eternal stream of talk which never for one instant 
intermitted, and allowed no momentary opportunity 
of reaction to the persecuted and baited auditor 
was absolute rum to the interests of the talker himself 
Always pass*e—dways acted upon, never allowed to 
react, in^D what state did the poor afflicted listener— 
he that played the r 6 U of listener—collapse ? He 
returned home m the exhausted condition of one that 
has been drawn up just before death from the bottom 
of a well occupied by foul gases, and, of course, 
hours before he had reached that perilous point of 
depression, he had lost all power of distinguishing, 
understanding, or connecting I, for my part, without 
needing to think of the unamiable arrogance involved 
in such a habit, simply on principles of deadliest 
selfishness, should have avoided thus incapacitating 
my hearer from t doipg any justice to the rhetoric or 
the argument with which I might address him 
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Some great advantages I had for colloquial purposes, 
and for engaging the attention of people wiser than 
myself Ignorant I was in a degree past all imagina¬ 
tion of daily life—even as it exists in England But, 
on the other hand, having the advantage of a prodigious 
memory, and the far greater advantage of a logical 
instinct for feeling in a moment the secret analogies 
or parallelisms that connected things else appaitently 
remote, I enjoyed these two peculiar gifts for con versa 
tion first, an inexhaustible fertility of topics, and 
therelore of resources for illustrating or for varying any 
subject that ^chance or purpose suggested, secondly, a 
prematurely awakened sense of art applied to conversa¬ 
tion I had learned the use of vigilance in evading 
with civility the approach of wearisome discussions, 
and m impressing, quietly and oftentimes imperceptibly, 
a new movement upon dialogues that loitered painfully 
or see-sawed unprofitably That it was* one function 
of art to hide and mask itself (artts est artctn cdare) x 
this I well knew Neither was there much art required 
The chief demand was for *new facts, or new views, 
or for views newly-coloured impressing novelty upon 
old facts To throw in a little of the mysterious every 
now and then was useful, even with those that by 
temperament were averse to the mysterious, pointed 
epigrammatic savings and jests—even somewhat worn 
—were useful, a seasonable quotation in verse was 
always effective, and illustrative anecdotes diffused a 
grace over the whole movement of the dialogue It 
would have been coxcombry to p-acU$e any elaborate 
or any conspicuous art few and simple were any 
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artifices that I ever employed, but, being hidden and 
seasonable, they were often effective And the whole 
result was, that I became exceedingly popular within 
my narrow*circle of friends This circle was necessarily 
a fluctuating one, slice it was mainly composed of 
tourists that happened to linger for a few weeks *in or 
near Snowdonia, making their headquarters at Beth- 
geUert or Carnarvon, or at the utmost roaming no 
farther than the foot of Cader Idris Amongst these 
fugitive members of our society, I recollect with especial 
pleasure Mr De Haren, an accomplished young German, 
who held, or had held, the commission sf lieutenant in 
our British navy, but now, in an interval of peace, was 
seeking to extend his knowledge of England, and also 
of the English language, though in that, as regarded 
the fullest command of it colloquially, he had little, 
indeed, to learn From him it was that I obtained my 
first lessons in German, and my first acquaintance with 
German hteratuie Paul Richter I then first heard of. 

n } 

together w r ith Hippel, a humorist admired by Kant, 
and Mamann, also classed as a humonst. but a non- 
descript writer, singularly obscure* whom I have never 
since seen in the hands of any Englishman, except once 
of Sir William Hamikdn With all tm wiiters Mr 
De Haren had the means of making me usefully 
acquainted in the small portable library which filled 
one of his trunks But the most stationary members 
of this semi-literary circle were Welshmen, two of 
them law r yers, one a clergyman This last had been 
regularly educated at Oxford—as a member of Jesus 
(the Welsh college) — and was a man of extensive 
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information The lawyers had not enjoyed the same 
advantages, but they had read diligently, and were 
interesting companions Wales, as is pretty well 
known, breeds a population somewhat litigious I do 
not think the worse of them far that The martial 
Butlers and the heroic Talbots of the fifteenth century, 
having no regular opening for their warlike furjf in the 
seventeenth century, took to quarrelling with each 
other, and no letters are more bitter than those which 
to thfo day survive from the hostile correspondence of 
the brother Talbots contemporary with the last days 
of Shakespeare * One channel being closed against 
their martial propensities, naturally they opened such 
others as circumstances made available This temper 
widely spread amongst the lower classes of the Welsh, 
made it a necessity that the lawyers should itinerate 
on market-days through all the principal towns in 
their districts In those towns continually I met them 1 
and continually we renewed our literary friendship 

Meantime alternately I sailed upon the high-priced 
and the low-priced tack So # exceedingly cheap were 
provisions at that period, when the war taxation of 
Mr Pitt was partially intermitting, that it was easy 
beyond measure upon any threfe week’s expenditure, by 
living with cottagers, to save two guineas out of the 
three Mr De Haren assured me that even in an 

r 

mn, and not in a poor man’s cottage (but an un¬ 
pretending rustic inn, where the mistress of the house 
took upon herself the functions of every possible 

* See especially a book written by Egjrton Brydges (I 
forget the title) on the Peerage in the rei£n of James L 
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servant in turn — cook, waiter, chambermaid, boots, 
ostler), he had passed a day or two, and for what he 
considered a re illy elegant dinner, as regarded every¬ 
thing except the table equipage (that being rude and 
coarse), he had paid •only sixpence This very ^mn, 
about ten or twelve miles south of Dolgelly, I myself 
visited some time laiVr, and I found Mr De Ilaren’s 
account in all points confirmed the sole drawback 
upon the comfort of the visitor being that the fuel was 
chiefly of green wood, and with a chimney *that 
smoked I sulTered so much under this kind of 
smoke, which irritates and inflames tfre eyes more 
than any other, that on the following day reluctantly 
I took leave of that obliging pluralist the landlady, 
and really felt myself blushing on settling the bill, 
until I bethought me of the green wood, which, upon 
the whole, seemed to balance the account I could not 
'then, nor can I now, account for these preposterously 
low prices, which same prices, strange to say, ruled 
(as Wordsworth and his sister often assured me) 
among the same kind Qf scenery— if, amongst the 
English Lakes—at the very same tune To account 
for it, as people often do, by alleging the want of 
markets for agricultural produce, is crazy political 
economy, since the remedy for paucity of markets, 
and consequent failure of competition, is, certainly not 
to sell at losing rates, but to forbear producing, and 
consequently not to sell at all * 

• Thirteen years later—via., in the year of Waterloo— 
happening- to walk through the whole Principality from south 
to north, beginning at Cardiff, and ending at Bangor, I turned 
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So cheap in fact were all provisions, which one had 
any chance of meeting with m a labouring man’s 
house, that I found it difficult under such a roof to 
spend sixpence a day Tea or coffee there* was none 
and I did not at that period very much care for either 
Milk*, with bread (coarse, but more agreeable by much 
than the insipid whity-gray bread 0 of towns), potatoes 
if one wished, and also a little goat's, or kid’s, flesh— 
these composed the cottagei’s choice of wands, not 
luxurious, but palatable enough to a person who took 
much exercise And, if one wished, fresh-water fish 
could be had? cheap enough, especially trout of the 
very finest quality In these circumstances, I never 
found it easy to spend even five shillings (no, not three 

aside about twenty-fi\e miles to inquire after the health of my 
excellent hostess, that determined pluralist and intense antipole 
of all possible sinecunsts I found her ch tiling - t. pair of boots % 
and spurs, and purposing (I rather think) to enter next upon 
the elegant office of greasing a horse’s heels In th«if design, 
however, she was thwarted for the present l>y myself and 
another tourist, who claimed her services in three or four 
other characters previously I inquired attei llu chimney— 
was it still smoking She seemed surprised that it had ever 
been suspected of anyth ng ermq lal , so, as it was not a 
season for files, 1 said no more But I saw plenty of green 
wood, and but a small pioportion of peats I tear, therefore, 
that this, the state-room of the whole concern, still poisons the 
peace of the unhappy tourists One personal indemnification, 
meantime, I must mention which this little guilty room made 
to me on that same night for all the tears it had caused me to 
shed. It happened that there was a public dance held at this 
inn on this very night I therefore retired early to my bed¬ 
room, having had so long a walk, ancf not wishing to annoy 
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shillings, unless whortleberries or fish had been bought) 
in one week And thus it was easy enough to create 
funds for my periodical transmigrations back into the 
character of gentleman-tourist Even the half of five 
shillings 1 could not Always find means to spend . for 
in some families, raised above dependence upon daily 
wages, when I performed any services in the way of 
leitdlr-wnting, I found it impossible at times to force 
any money at alj upon them Once, in particular, near 
the small lake of Talyllyn (so written, I believe, but 
pronounced laltlyn), in a sequestered part of Merioneth¬ 
shire, I was entertained for upwards of three days by 
a family of young people, with an affectionate and 
fraternal kindness that leit an impression u\ on my 
heart not yet impaired Ihe family consisted, at that 
tirnt, of four sisters and three brothers, all grown up, 

Jthe tompiny, or the exu In if Landlady, who had, I d in. say, 
to play the fiddle to the dancers Ihe noise and uproar were 
almost u*.up|iurl ibJe so that I could not sleep at all At 
three o clock all betaine silent, the company having - clnpaited 
in a body Suddenly fioin ^lic hi he parlour separated from 
my bedroom overhead by the sb^'inst and mosi pervious 
of ceilings, aiose with the rising dawn the very sweetest of 
female voicts perhaps that* ever 1 had heard, although for 
many years an hiibitvd of the opiia She was a stranger, 
a visitor from some distance, and fl was told in the morning) 
a Methodist^ V\ hat she sang, or at least sang last, were the 
beautiful verses of Shirley, ending— 

41 Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet, and blossom in the dust. 1 * 

This incident caused inh a to forget and forgive the wicked little 
chimney. 
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and remarkable for elegance and delicacy of manners. 
So much beauty, or so much native good breeding and 
lefinement, I do not remember to have seen before or 
since in any cottage, except once or twice in Westmore¬ 
land and Devonshire They spoke English, an ac¬ 
complishment not often met with m so many members 
of one Welsh family, especially in" villages remrte from 
the high road Here I wrote, on my first introduction, 
a letter about prize-money for one of the brothers, 
vs ho had served on board an English man-of-war, and, 
more privately, two letters to sweethearts for two of 
the sisters 1 hey were both interesting in appearance, 
and one of uncommon loveliness In the midst of 
their confusion and blushes, whilst dictating, or rather 
giving me general instructions, it did not n quire any 
great penetiation to discover that they wished ttieir 
letters to be as kind as was consistent with proper 
maidenly reserve I contrived so to temp A my expres-* 
sions as to reconcile the gratification of both /celings, 
and they were as much pleased with the way in t which 
I had given expression to their thoughts, as (m their 
simplicity) they were astonished at my having so readily 
discovered them The reception one meets with from 
the women of a family generally determines the tenor 
of one’s whole entertainment In this case I had dis¬ 
charged my confidential duties as secretary so much 
to the general satisfaction, perhaps also amusing them 
with my conversation, that I was pressed to slay , and 
pressed with a cordiality which I had little inclination 
to resist I slept unavoidably with the brothers, the 
only unoccupied bed standing m the chamber of the 
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young women but in all other points they treated me 
with a respect not usually paid to purses as light as 
mine, making it evident that my scholarship and 
courteous demeanour were considered sufficient argu¬ 
ments of gentle blood> Ihus I lived with them for 
three days, and great part of a founh , and, from the 
11 ndiminished kindness which they continued to show 
me, i believe that I might have stayed with them up 
to this time, it their power had corresponded with 
their wishes On the last morning, however, I per¬ 
ceived upon their countenances, as they sat at breakfast, 
the approach of some unpleasant communication, and 
soon after, one of the brothers explained to me that, 
on the day before iny arrival, their parents had gone 
to an annual meeting of Methodists, held at Carnarvon,* 
and in the course of that day were expected to return, 
‘and if they should not be so civil as they ought to 
Ifc,” he beggttd, on the part of all the young people, 
that I wcyild not take it ainiss The paients returned 
with churlish faces, and u Dym Sassenach ” (no E?ighsh) 
in answer to all my adc^esses I saw how matters 
stood, and so, taking an affectionate leave of my kind 

and interesting young hosts, I went my way For, 

• 

* 41 At Carnarvon” —It was on this occasion that I loomed 
how vague are the ideas of number in unpractised minds. 
11 What number of people, do you think," said I to an elderly 
person, “will'bc assembled this day at Carnarvon 13 '— u What 
number?” rejoined the person addressed—“what number 9 
Well, really now, I should reckon—peihaps a matter of four 
millions ” Four millions of extra people in little Carnarvon, 
that could barely find accommodation (1 should calculate) for an 
extra four hundred 
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though they spoke warmly to their parents on my 
behalf, and often excused the manner of the old people 
by saying that it was “only their way,” yet I easily 
understood that my talent for writing love-ietters would 
do as little to recommend me*with two sexagenarian 
Welsh Methodists as my Greek Sapphics or Alcaics, 
and what had been hospitality, when offered ^with the 
gracious courtesy of my young friends, would become 
chanty, when connected with the harsh demeanour of 
their parents 

About this tune—just when it was becoming daily 
more difficult to eke out the weekly funds for high- 
priced inns by the bivouacking system—as if some 
overmasieiing fiend, some instinct of migration, sorrow¬ 
ful but irresistible, were driving me forth to wander 
like the unhappy lo of the Grecian mythus, some 
oestrum of hidden persecution that bade me fly when 
no man pursued, not m false hopt—for my hopes 
whispered but a doubtful chance, not in rfasonable 
fear—for all was sweet pdslcral quiet and autumnal 
beauty around me, suddenly, I took a fierce resolution 
to sacrifice my weekly allowance, to slip my anchor, 
and to throw myself in desperation upon London 
Not to make the case more Yrantic than it really was 
let the reader remember what it was that I found 
grievous in my present position, and ^upon what 
possibilities it was that I relied for bettering it With 
a more extended knowledge of life than I at that 
time had, it would not have been so hopeless a specula¬ 
tion for a boy, having my accomplishments, to launch 
himself on the boundless ocean of'London I possessed 
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attainments that bore a money value For instance, 
as a “Reader" to the Press in the field of Greek re- 
publications, I might perhaps have earned a livelihood 
But these chances, which I really had, never occurred 
to me in the light of bseful resources, or, to spealc the 
truth, they were unknown to me and those, which I 
chiefly felled on, were most unlikely to prove available 
Buvf what, meantime, was it that I complained of m the 
life that I was. at present living? It was this* the 
dilemma proposed to my choice vias—that if I would— 
positively would —have society, I must^ live at inns 
But if I reconciled myself to a quiet stationary abode 
in some village or hamlet, in that case for me, so 
transcendency careless about diet, my weekly guinea 
would have procured all that I wanted and in *-omt 
nouses the advantage, quite indispensable to my 
comfort, of a pm ate sitting-room Yet even here the 
'expense w r a3 most needlessly enhanced by the .insto- 
cratic Uixuriousness of our English system, which 
presumes it impossible for a gentleman to sleep in his 
sitting-room On this fooMug, however, I might perhaps 
have commanded clean and comfortaole acco* ’moda- 
tions in some respectable ^families, to whom my noiseless 
habits, and my respectful courtesy to women, \/oukl 
have recommended me as a desirable inmate But the 
deadly drawback on this scheme was—the uller want 
of access to books, or (generally speaking) to any 
intellectual intercourse I languished all the day 
through, and all the week through—with nothing what¬ 
ever, not so much -as thg county newspaper once in 
seven days to relieve my mortal ennui 
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I have told the reader how inexplicably cheap was the 
life in poor men's cottages But this di 1 not affect the 
prices at the first-class hotels, where only I had any 
chance of meeting society Those, and chiefly on the 
plea^hat the season was so brief, dharged London prices 
To meet such prices, it would no longer be possible, as 
winter came on, to raise one-half the funds by passing 
half the time in a less costly mode There was an end 
of an> feasible plan for interleaving days of hardship 
with days of ease and intellectual luxury Meantime, 
whilst this perplexity was resounding in one ear, in the 
other were continually echoing the kind oilers of my 
Welsh IrienJs, especially the two lawyers, to lurnish me 
with any money which I might think necessary for my 
visit to London Twelve guineas, at length, I mentioned 
as probably enough This they lent me on the spot. 
And now, all at once, I was—ready for London 

My farewell to the Principality was m tke same un-* 
assuming character of pedestrian tourist as that i p. which 
I had entered it Impedimenta of any kind—Lhat is, the 

encumbrances of horse or baggage—I had none even to 
the last Where I pleased, and wfien I pleased, I could 
call a halt My last halt of any duration was at 
Oswestry, mere accident carried me thither, and accident 
very naturally in so small a town threw me across the 
path of the very warmest amongst my Welsh friends, 
who, as it turned out, resided there He, by mere 
coercion of kindness, detained me for several days, for 
denial he would not take Being as yet unmarried, he 
could not vivify the other attraction^ of Jus most hospit¬ 
able abode by the reinforcement* of female society. 
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His own, however, coining recommended as it did by 
the graces of a youthful frankness and a kindling 
intellect, was all-sufficient for the beguiling of the longest 
day This* Welsh friend was one of many whom I have 
crossed in life, chained by early accident or by domestic 
necessity to the calls of a professional service, whilst all 
the wh # ile his whole 1 nature, wild and refractory, ran 
headlong into intellectual channels that could not be 
trained into reconciliation with his hourly duties His 
library was already large, and as select as under the 
ordinary chances of provincial book-collection could be 
reasonably expected For generally one-half, at the least, 
of a young man's library in a provincial town may be 
characterised as a mere dropping or deposition from 
local accidents, a casual windfall of fruits stripped and 
strewed by the rough storms of bankruptcy In many 
cases, again, such a provincial library will represent 
"simply that^part of the heavy baggage winch many a 
family, qn removing to some distant quarter, has shrunk 
from the cost of transporting, books being amongst the 
heaviest of household gc\ods Sometimes also, though 
more rarely, it happens that an ancient family dying out, 
having unavoidably left to executors the duty of selling 
every chattel attached to its ancient habits of life, 
suddenly with meteoric glare there emerges from its 
hiding-place of centuries some great jewel of literature, 
a First Folio of the 1623 Shakespeare, an uncastrated 
Dec(ifnerone } or other dazzling xeifi^Xiov And thus it is 
that a large provincial library, though naturally and peace¬ 
fully accumulated, yet sometimes shows mute evidence 
of convulsions and household tragedies, speaks as if by 
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records of storms, and through dim mementoes of half* 
forgotten shipwrecks Real shipwrecks present often 
such incoherent libraries on the floors of the hungry sea 
Magnificent is the library that sleeps ilnvexed by 

criticism at the bottom of the ocer n, Indian or Atlantic, 

■ 

from the mere annual contributions and keepsakes, the 
never-ending Forget-me-nots^ of mighty English India- 
men The Halsewell, with its sad parting between, the 
captain and his daughters, the Grosvenor, the Wmterton, 
the Abergavenny, and scores of vessels on the same 
scale, with populations varying by births, deaths, and 
marriages, populations large as cities, and rich as gold 
mines, l ipable of factions and rebellions, all and each 
have liberally patronised, by the gift of many Large- 
Paper copies, that vast submarine Bodleian, which stands 
in far less risk from fire than the insolent Bodleian of 
the upper world This private Oswestry library wore 
something of the same wild tumultuary aspect, fantastic* 
and disordinate, but was not for that reason the less 

i 

attractive, everything was there that you never expected 
to meet anywhere, but certainly not to meet in conipany, 
so that, what between the library and the mercurial 
conversation of its proprietor, elated by the rare ad¬ 
vantage of fraternal sympathy, I was in danger of 
finding attractions strong enough to lay me asleep over 
the proprieties of the case, or even to set me a-dreaming 
over imaginary cases In fact, I had some excuse for 
doing so, since I knew very imperfectly the common 
routine of my friend's life, and from his lofty Castilian 
sense of the obligations imposed by the great goddess 
Hospitality, I never should have been suffered to guess 
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at the extent in which I was now gradually and un¬ 
consciously coming daily into collision with the regular 
tails upon his time To ride off, under mask of 
“business/ 1 upon a urcuP of a week, would, in his 
eyes, have been virtually , as regards the result, mqp,nly 
and evasively, as regards the mode, to turn me out of 
his house He would sooner have died But in the 
meantime an accident, which revealfd to me the true 
state of things,, or at least revealed a suspicion oi 
it all at once armed mv sense of delicacv against 
any furlher lingering Suddenly and yeremptorily I 
announced my departure —that and the mode of it 
For a long tune he lought with unaffected zeal against 
my purpose, as nowise essential to his own free action 
But at last, seeing that I was in earnest, he forbore to 
oppose my plan, contenting himself with guiding and 
improving its details My plan had been, to walk over 
the border into England, as far as Shrewsbury (distant 
from Oswestry, I think, about eighteen miles), ami there 
o ascend any of the heavy stages which would convey 
me cheaply to Birmingh^ffn—the grand focus to which 
all the routes of England in its main central area 
converge Any such pljin moved on the assumption 
that rain would be falling steadily and heavily — a 
reasonable assumption at the close of November But, 
in the possible event of fair weather lasting over four 
or five days, what should prevent me from traversing 
the whole distance on foot ? It is true, that the aristo¬ 
cratic scowl of the landlord might be looked for as a 
customary salutation at the close of each da>'s journey , 
hut, unless at solitary posting-houses, this criminal 
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fact of having advanced by base pedestrian methods, 
known only to patnarchs of older days and to modern 
"tramps” *so they are called m solemn acts of Parlia¬ 
ment), is easily expiated and cleansed, by distributing 
youfi dust, should you fortunately have any to show, 
amongst the streets that you have invaded as a stranger 
Happily the scandal of pedestrianism is in one*respect 
more hopefully situated than that of scrofula or lepr&sy , 
it is f not in any case written in your f ace The man 
who is guilty of pedestrianism, on entering any town 
whatever, by the simple artifice of diving into the 

crowds of those untainted by that guilt, will emerge, 
for all practical purposes, washed and re-baptised Ihe 
landlord, indeed, of any one inn knows that you did 

not reach him on horseback, or m a carnage, but you 

may have been visiting for weeks at the house of some 
distinguished citizen, whom it might be dangerous to 
offtnd, and you may even be favourably known at 
some other inn Else, as a general imputation, un¬ 
doubtedly pedestrianism, in the estimate of English land 
lords, carries with it the most awful shadow and 

shibboleth of the pariah My Welsh friend knew this, 
and strongly urged me to take^ advantage of the public 
carriages, both on that motive and others A journey 
of a hundred and eighty miles, as a pedestrian, would 
cost me nine or ten days, for Vrhich extent the mere 
amount of expenses at inns would more than defray 
the fare of the dearest carnage To this there was 
no sound reply, except that corresponding expenses 
would arise, at any rate, on the^e nine or ten days, 
wherever I might be—in London, or on the road 
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However, as it seemed ungracious to offer too obstinate 
a resistance to suggestions prompted so entirely by 
consideration for my own comfort, I submitted to my 
friend’s plan in all its details, one being that I should 
go by the Holyhead Mail, and not by any of the heavy 
coaches This stipulation pointed to a novel feature 
in the»machinery cff travelling just then emerging 
Th£ light coaches charged almost mail prices But 
the heavy coaches were at that time beginning to 
assume a new and dreadful form Locomotion* was 
so prodigiously on the increase, that, in order to meet 
its demands, the old form of coach (carrying at most 
six insides) was exchanging itself, on all great roads, 
for a long, boatlike vehicle, very much resembling our 
modem detestable omnibus, but without our modern 
improvements This carnage was called a “long coach" 
and the passengers, twelve or fourteen insides, sat 
* along the sides, and, as ventilation was little regarded 
in thos% days—the very existence of an atmosphere 
being i usually ignored — it followed that the horrors 
of Governor Holwell's black cage at Calcutta were 
every night repeated, in smaller proportions, upon every 
great English road It was finally agreed that I should 
leave Oswestry on foot, simply with a view to the best 
enjoyment of the lovely weather, but that, as the mail 
passed through Oswestry, my friend should secure a 
place for me the whole way to London, so as to shut 
out competitors 

The day on which I left Oswestry (convoyed for 
nearly five mil^s by niy warm-hearted friend) was a 
day of golden sunshine amongst the closing days of 
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November As truly as Jessica’s moonlight {Merchant 
of Ventce\ this golden sunshine might be said to sleep 
upon the woocK and the fields, so awful was the 
umveral silence, so profound the death-lifte stillness 
It was a day belonging to a brief and pathetic season 
of farewell summei resurrection, which, under one 
name or other, is known almost eV-ery where I if North 
America it is called the “Indian Summer” * In 
North Germany and Midland Germany it is called the 
11 Old Wives Summer,” and more rarely the “ Girls' 
Summer ” It is that last brief resurrection of summei 
m its most brilliant memorials, a resurrection that has 
no root in the past, nor steady hold upon the future, 
like the lambent and fitful gleams from an expiring 
lamp, mimicking what is called the “lightning before 
death ” in sick patients, when close upon their end 
There is the feeling of a conflict that has been going 
on between the lingering powers of summer and the* 
strengthening powers of winter, not unlike th^ which 
moves by antagonist forces in some deadly inflamma¬ 
tion hurrying forwards through fierce struggles into 
the final upose of mortification For a time the 
equilibrium has been maintained between the hostile 
forces, but at last the antagonism is overthrown, the 
victory is accomplished for the powers that fight on 
the side of death , simultaneously with tl^e conflict, 
the pain of conflict has departed and thenceforward 
the gentle process of collapsing life, no longer fretted 
by counter-movements, slips away with holy peace 
into the noiseless deeps of the Inhjnte^ So sweet, so 
ghostly, m its soft, golden smiles,* silent as a dream, 
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and quiet as the dying trance ot a saint, faded through 
all its stages this departing day, along the whole 
length of which I bade farewell for many a year to 
Wales, and farewell to summer In the very aspect 
and the sepulchral stilness of the motionless day k as 
solemnly it wore away through morning, noontide, 
dfternooji, to, meet trte darkness that was hurrying to 
swallow up its beauty, I had a fantastic feeling as 
though I read the very language of resignation when 
bending before some irresistible agency And at 
intervals I heard—in how different a key !—the raving, 
the everlasting uproar of that dreadful metropolis, 
which at every step was coming nearer, and beckoning 
(as it seemed) to myself for purposes as dim, for issues 
js incalculable, the path of cannon shots fired at 
random and in darkness 

It is not late, blit it was at least two hours after 
hightlall, when I reached Shrewsbury Was I not 
liable tq the suspicion of pedestnanism? Certainly 
I was but, even if my criminality had been more un- 
lp. in vocal! v attested than, it could be under the cir- 
cumsUnces, still there is a locus pemte itia in such a 
rase Surely a man rtpent of any crime, and 

therefore of pedestnanism I might have erred , and 
a court of pie poudie (dusty foot) might have iound the 
evidences oj ni) crime on my shoes Yet secietly I 
might be forming good resolutions to do so no more 
Certainly it looked like this, when I announced myself 
as a passenger “booked” for that night's mail This 
character at one# installed me as rightfully a guest of 
the inn, However profligate a life I might have previously 
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led as a pedestrian Accordingly I was received with 
special courtesy , and it so happened that I was re¬ 
ceived with something even like pomp Four wax- 
lights earned before me by obedient muterf, these were 
but ordinary honours, meant ^is old experience had 
instructed me) for the first engineering step towards 
effecting a lodgment upon the stranger’s purse ^ In fact 1 
the waxlights are used by innkeepers, both abroad# and 
at home, to “ try the range of thur guns ” If the 
strafi^er submits quietlj, as a good anti-pedestrian ought 
surely to do, and fires no counter gun by way of protest, 
then he is reefogmsed at om e as passively within range, 
and amenable to orders I have always looked upon 
this fine of five or seven shillings (for wax that you do 
not absolutely need) as a sort of inaugural )n norartum 
entrance-money, what in jails used to be known as smatt 
money, proclaiming me to be a man comme ilfaut 3 and 
no toll in this world of tolls do I pay cheei fully- 
This, meantime, as I have said, was too customary a 
form to confer much distinction The wax-lights, to 
use the magnificient Grecian phrase *ro/«rfite, ’moved 
pompously before me, as the holy—holy fire, the in 
extinguishable fire and its golden hearth, moved before 
Caesar semper Augustus, when he made his official or 
ceremonial avatars Yet still this moved along the 
ordinary channels of glorification it rolled along ancient 
grooves I might say, indeed, like one of the twelve 
Caesars when dying, Ut puto y Deus fio (It's my private 
opinion that at this verj moment I am turning into a 
god), but stili the metamorphosis a was not complete 
That was accomplished when 1 stepped into the 
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sumptuous room allotted to me It was a ballroom • of 
noble proportions—lighted, if I chose to issue orders, 
by three gorgeous chandeliers, not basely wrapped up 
in paper, but sparkling through all their thickets of 
crystal branches, and gashing back the soft rays of my 
tall waxen lights There were, moreover, two orchestras, 
which money would# have filled within thirty minutes 
And, upon the whole, one thing only was wanting—viz, 
a throne—for the completion of my apotheosis 

It might be seven p m when first I entered *upon 
my kingdom About three hours later I rose from my 
chair, and with considerable interest looked out into the 
night For nearly two hours I had heard fierce winds 
arising , and the whole atmosphere had, by this time, 
become one vast laboratory of hostile movements in all 
directions Such a chaos, such a distracting wilder¬ 
ness of dim sights, and of those awful sounds that live 
*in darkness ” (Wordsworth's Excursion ), never had I 
consciously witnessed Rightly, and by a true instinct, 
had I made my farewell adieus to summer All through 
the day, Wales and her grand mountain ranges— 
Penmaenmawr, Snowdon, Cader Idris—had divided my 
thoughts with London But now rose London—sole, 
dark, infinite—brooding 1 * over the whole capacities of 
my heart Other object—other thought—I could not 

• f€ It was a ball-room " —The explanation of the case was 
simply, that the hotel was under some extensive process cf 
purification, adornment, and, I believe, extension and, under 
the accident of being myself on that particular night the sole 
visitor of the houst, I slipped unavoidably into the honours of 

a semi-regal reception 
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admit Long before midnight, the whole household 
(with the exception of a solitary waiter) had retired to 
rest Two hours, at least, were left to me, after twelve 
o’clock had struck, for heart-shaking reflections More 
than ever I stood upon the briuk of a precipice, and 
the local circumstances around me deepened and 
intensified these reflections, impressed upon them 
solemnity and terror, sometimes even horror I* is 
all but inconceivable to men of unyielding and callous 
sensibilities, how profoundly others find their reveries 
modified and overruled by the external characters of 
the immediate scene around them Many a suicide 
that hung dubiously in the balances has been ratified, 
and earned into summary effect, through the forlorn, 
soul-revolting aspect of a crazy, dilapidated home 
Oftentimes, without extravagance, the whole difference 
between a mind that spurns life and the same mind 
reconciled to life, turns upon the outside features ok 
that particular domestic scenery which hourly besieges 
the eyes I, in this Shrewsbury hotel, naturally con¬ 
templated a group of objects tending to far different 
results And yet in some respects they agreed 

The unusual dimensions of the rooms, especially 
their towering height, brought up continually and 
obstinately, through natural links of associated feelings 
or images, the mighty vision of London waiting for me 
afar off An altitude of nineteen or twenty feet showed 
itself unavoidably upon an exaggerated scale in some ot 
the smaller side-rooms —meant probably for cards or for 
refreshments This single feature of the rooms—their 
unusual altitude, and the echoing hollowness which had 
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become the exponent of that altitude—this one terrific 
feature (for terrific it was in the effect), together with 
crowding and evanescent images of the Hying feet that 
so often had spread gladness through these halls on the 
wings of }ouLh and hojie at seasons when every room 
rang with music—all this, rising in tumuhuous visicjn, 
whilst the dead hours ^ol night were stealing along, all 
around m’e—household and town—sleeping, and whilst 
against the windows more and more the storm outside 
was raving, and ..o all appearance endlessly growing, 
threw me into the deadliest condition of nervous emotion 
under contradictory forces, high over which predommated 
horror recoiling from that unfathomed abyss in London 
into which I was now so wilfully precipitating myself 
Often I looked out and examined the night Wild it 
was beyond all description, and dark as 14 the inside of 
a wolfs throaty But at intervals, when the wind, 
gifting continually, swept in such a direction as to clear 
away the vast curtain of vapour, the stars shone out, 
though wifh a light unusually dim and distant Still, as 
I turned* inwards to the echoing chambers, or outwards 
to the wild, wild night, I saw Lutidon expanding her 
visionary gates to receive me, like some dreadful mouth 
of Acheron (A chert) nits avorrt) Thou also, Whispering 
Gallery' once again in those moments of conscious and 
wilful desolation did^t to my ear utter monitorial sighs. 
For once again I was preparing to utter an irrevocable 
word, to enter upon one of those fatally tortuous paths 
of which the windings can never be unlinked 

Such thoughts, and visions without number correspond¬ 
ing to them, werfe irfoving across the camera obscura 

G 
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of my fermenting fancy, when suddenly I heard a sound 
of wheels; which, however, soon died off into some 
remote quarter I guessed at the truth—viz , that it was 
the Holyhead Mail * wheeling off on its primary duty 
of delivering its bags at the^> post-office In a few 
minutes it was announced as having changed horses, 
and off I was to London n 

< 

All the mails in the kingdom, with one solitary excep¬ 
tion (that of Liverpool), in those days, were so arranged 
as'io reach London early in the morning Between the 
hours of four and six am, one after the other, according 
to their stikion upon the roll, all the mails from the 
N[orth]—the E[ast]—the Wfest]—the S[outh]—whence, 
according to some curious etymologists, comes the 
magical word NR lV —drove up successively to the 
post-office, and rendered up their heart-shaking budgets , 
none earlier than four o’clock, none later than six I 

* The Holyhead Mad, depending* in its earliest stage* upon 
winds and waters (though not upon tides), could not realise the 
same exquisite accuracy as mails that moved exclusively upon 
land Sixty miles of watery transit between Dublin and Holy- 
head were performed with miraculous precision The packets 
were intrusted by the General Post-office to none but post- 
captains, who had commanded frigates And the salaries 
were so high as to make these commands confessedly prizes 
in nautical life, and objects of keen competition No evil» 
therefuie, which care, foresight, and professional skill could 
remedy, was suffered to exist Yet, after all, baffling winds 
would now and then (especially in three or four weeks after the 
equinox) make it impossible for the very ablest man, under the 
total defect of steam resouices, to keep his time Six hours, 
I believe, were allowed by the Post-office; for the 9ixty miles 
but at times this must have proved a Very inadequate allowance 
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am speaking of days when all things moved slowly The 
condition of the ro ids was then such, that, in order to 
ace it, a con cspoin hng build of coaches hyperbolically 
massive was 'rendered necessary the mails weie upon 
principle made so siion* as to be the heaviest of all 
carriages known to the wit or the experience of man, 
and frorn^ these joint (iviis of ponderous < oaches and 
roads*that were quagmires, it was impossible tor even 
the picked breed of English co ich-horses, all bone and 
blood, to carry forward lheir huge tonnage at a greafter 
rate than six and a half miles an hour Consequently* 
it cost eight-and-t\v enly massv hours for* us, leaving 
Shrewsbury at two o’clock in the dead of night, to reach 
the General Post-office, and faithfully to deposit upon 
the threshing-floors of 1 ombard Street, all that weight of 
love and hatred which Ireland had found herself able 
10 muster thretfigh twenty-four hours in the great 
upp6t of Dublin, by wav ot donation to England 

On reflection, I have done myself some injustice 
Not altogether without a plan had I been from the 
first and* In coming along I had matured it My 
success in such a plan would turn upon my chance of 
borrowing on personal security jC 200 > without counting 
any interest upon it, would* subdivide into four sums of 
^50 Now, what interval was it that divided me irom 
my majority ? Simply an interval of four years 
London, I knew or believed, was the dearest of all 
cities for three items of expenditure (1) servants 1 wages; 
(2) lodgings,* (3) dairy produce In other things, 

”■ Not universally , Glasgow, if you travel from Hammerfest 
southwards (that is, front the northernmost point of Norway, 
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London was often cheaper than most towns Now, in 
a London street, having no pretensions beyond those of 
decent respectability, it has always been possible for the 
iast half century to obtain two furnished rooms at a 
weekly cost of half a guinea ^ This sum (or say jQ 25) 
deducted would leave me annually about the same sum 
for iny other expenses Too ceftainly I knew that this 
would suffice If, therefore, I could obtain the ^200, 
my plan was to withdraw from the knowledge of all my 
connections until I should become met juris by course 
of law In such a case, it is true that I must have 
waived all < the advantages, fancied or real, small or 
great, from residence at a university. But, as m fact 
I never drew the slightest advantage or emolument 
from any university, my scheme when realised would 
have landed ine in the same point which finally I 
attained by its failure Ihe plan was'simple enough, 
but it rested on the assumption that I could melt the 
obduracy of money-lenders On this point I had both 
hopes and fears But more irritating than either was 
the delay, which eventually I came to rccoghise as an 
essential element in the policy of all money-lenders - in 
that way only can they raise up such claims on behalf of 
their law-agents as may be fitted for sustaining their zeal 
• • • • ■ 

I lost no time in opening the business which had 

or Swedish Lapland, traversing all latitudes of Europe to 
Gibraltar on the west, or Naples on the east), is the one dearest 
place for lodgings known to man A dreent lodging for a 
single person, in Edinburgh, which could be had readily for 
half a guinea a week, will in Glasgow cosh a guinea Glasgow, 
except as to servants, is a dearer abode than London. 
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brought me to London By ten a.m , an hour when all 
men of business are presumed to be at their posts, 
personally or by proxy, I presented myself at the money¬ 
lender’s office My name was already known there for 
I had, by letters from Wales, containing very plain ^.nd 
very accurate statements of my position in life and my 
pecumaiy expectations (some of which statements it 
aftei^vards appeared that he had personally investigated 
and verified), endeavoured to win his favourable 
attention The money-lender, as it turned out, had # one 
fixed rule of [action He never granted a personal inter¬ 
view to any man , no, not to the most beloved of his 
clients One and all—myself, theretore, among the 
crowd—he referred for information, and lor the m eans of 
prosecuting any kind of negotiation, to an attorney, who 
called himself, on most days of the week, by the name 
of Brunell, but y occasionally (might it perhaps be on red- 
letter tiays ?) by the more common name of Brown Mr 
Brunell-IJfown, or Brown-Brunell, had located his health 
(if ever he had possessed one), and his household goes 
(wnen th&y were not in tjje custody of the sheriff), m 
Greek Street, Soho The house was not in itself, 
supposing that its face had been washed now and then, 
at all disrespectable But it wore an unhappy counten¬ 
ance of gloom and unsocial fretfulness, due in reality 
to the long .neglect of painting, cleansing, and in some 
instances of repairing There were, howe\ er, no fractured 
panes of glass in the windows, and the deep silence 
which invested the house, not only from the absence 
of all visitors, t^it £lso of those common household 
functionaries, bakers, *butchers, beer-carriers, sufficiently 
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accounted for the desolation, by suggesting an excuse 
not strictly true—viz , that it might be tenantless The 
house already had tenants through the day, though of a 
noiseless order, and was destined soon to intrease them 
Mr t Brown-Brunell, alter reconnoitring me through a 
narrow side-window (such as is often attached to front 
doors in London), admitted me 1 cheu fully, and con¬ 
ducted me, as an honoured guest, to his priv ite ofilcina 
dtplc?ratvm at the back oi the house hiom the 
expression of his face, but much more from the con¬ 
tradictory and self-counteracting play of his features, 
you gathered^ m a moment that he was a man who had 
much to conceal, and much, perhaps, that he would 
gladly forget His eye expressed wanness against 
surprise, and passed in a moment into irrepressible 
glances of suspicion and alarm No smile that ever his 
face naturally assumed, but was pulled sRirt up by some 
freezing counteraction, or was chased by some v:lose* 
following expression of sadness One feature there was 
of relenting goodness and nobleness in Mr Brunell’s 
character, to which it was ^hat subsequently* I myseli 
was most profoundly indebted for an asylum that saved 

my life He had the deepest, the most liberal, and 

1 _ 

unaffected love of knowledge, but, above all, of that 
specific knowledge which we call literature His own 
stormy (and no doubt oftentimes disgraceful) career m 
life, that had entangled him in perpetual feuds with his 
fellow-men, he ascribed, with bitter imprecations, to the 
sudden interruption of his studies consequent upon his 
father’s violent death, and to the pecqpsity which threw 
him, at a boyish age, upon a professional life in the 
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lower branches of law—threw him, therefore, upon daily 
temptations, by surrounding him with opportunities for 
taking advantages not strictly honourable, before he had 
formed any fixed principles at all From the very first, 
Mr Brunell had entered jealously into such conversations 
with myself as either gave openings for reviving his own 
delightful remembrances of classic authors, or brought 
up sometimes doubts for solution, sometimes perplexities 
and cases of intricate construction for illustration and 
disentanglement ' Hunger-bitten as the house and # the 
household genius seemed, wearing the legend of Famine 
upon every mantel-piece or <f coigne of Antage,” and 
vehemently protesting, as it must have done through all 
its echoes, against the introduction of supernumerary 
mouths, nevertheless there was (and, I suppose, of 
necessity) a clerk, who bore the name of Pyment, or 
Pyemont, thenjfirst of all, then last of all, made known 
to me^as a possible surname Mr Pyment had no alias 
—or not^ to my knowledge—except, indeed, in the 
vituperative vocabulary of Mr Brunell, in which most 
vanegated nomenclature he bore many scores of op¬ 
probrious names, having no reference whatever to any 
real habits of the man, good or bad At two rooms’ 
distance, Mr Brunell always assumed a minute and 
circumstantial knowledge of what Pyment was doing 
then, and what he was going to do next All which 
Pyment gave himself little trouble to answer, unless it 
happened (as now and then it did) that he could do 
so with ludicrous effect What made the necessity for 
Pyment was the continual call for “ an appearance " to be 
put in at some of the Subordinate courts in Westminster 
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— courts of conscience, sheriff courts, etc But U 
happens often that he who is most indispensable, and 
gets through most work at one hour, becomes a useless 
burden at another , as the hardest working leaper seems, 
mthe eyu> of an ignoramus, on*a wet, wintry day, to be 
a ‘luxurious idler Of these ups and downs m Pyment's 
working life, Mr Brunell madei a most cynical use, 
making out that Pyment not only did nothing, but also 
that he created much work ^for the afflicted Brunell 
Hdwever, it happened occasionally that the truth 
vindicated itself, by making a call upon Pjment's 
physics—aggressive ordefcnsi\e—that needed an instant 
attention 14 Pyment, I say , this way, Pyment—you're 
wanted, Pyment ” In fact, both were big, hulking men, 
and had need to be so, for sometimes, whether with 
good reason or none, clients at the end of a losing suit, 
or of a suit nominally gamed, but unexpectedly laden 
with heavy expenses, became refractory, .showed l fighfe, 
and gave Pyment reason for saying that at least on 
this day he had earned his salary by serving an 
ejectment on a client whom a on any other plan it might 
have been hard to settle with 

But I am anticipating I go back, therefore, for a 
few explanatory words, to the day of my arrival m 
London How beneficial to me would a little candour 
have been at that early period I If (which was the 
simple truth, known to all parties but myself) I had been 
told that nothing would be brought to a close m less 
than six months, even assuming the ultimate adoption 
of my proposals, I should from the first have dismissed 
all hopes of this nature, as being unsuited to the 
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practicabilities of my situation It will be seen further 
on, that there was a real and sincere mtention of 
advancing the money wanted But it was then too late 
And universally I believe myself entitled to say, that 
even honourable lawyers 1 will not in a case of this nature 
move at a faster pace they will all alike loiter upon 
varied allegations through six months, and for this 
reason, that any shorter period, they fancy, will hardly 
seem to justify, in the eyes of their client, the sum winch 
they find themselves entitled to charge for their trouble 
and their preliminary correspondence t How much 
better for both sides, and more honourable, as more 
frank and free from disguises, that the client should say, 
44 Raise this sum ” (of, suppose, ^400) 14 in three weeks, 
which can be done, if it can be done in three years, and 
here is a bonus ^f ;£ioo Delay for two months, and I 
decline the whole transaction ” Treated with that sort 
of openness, Tiow much bodily suffering of an extreme 
order, and how much of the sickness from hope deferred, 
should. I have escaped! Whereas, under the system 
(pursued with me as with all clients) of continually 
refreshing my hopes with new delusions, whiling me on 
with pretended preparation of deeds, and extorting from 
me, out of every little remittance I received from old 
family friends casually met in London, as much as 
possible for ihe purchase of imaginary stamps, the result 
was, that I m) self was brought to the brink of destruction 
through pure inanition, whilst, on the other hand, those 
concerned in these deceptions gained nothing that might 
not have been gamed honourably and rightfully under 
a system of plain dealing As it was, subject to these 
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eternal deceptions, I continued for seven or eight week& 
to live most parsimoniously in lodgings These lodgings, 
though barely decent in my eyes, ran away with at the 
least two-thirds of my remaining guineas At length, 
wtrlst it was yet possible to r reserve a solitary half 
guinea towards the more urgent interest of finding daily 
food, I gave up my rooms, and, stating exactly the 
circumstances m which I stood, requested permission 
of ,Mr Brunell to make use of his large house as a 
nightly asylum from the open air Parliament had not 
then made it 4 a crime, next door to a felony, for a man to 
sleep out of doors (as some twenty years later was done 
by our benign legislators), as yet that was no crime 
By the law I came to know sin, and looking back to the 
Cambrian hills from distant years, discovered to my 
surprise what a parliamentary wretch I l^ad been in elder 
days, when I slept amongst cows on the open hillsides 
Lawful as yet this was , but not, therefoVe, less full o( 
misery Naturally, then, I was delighted «/hen Mr 
Brunell not only most readily assented to my request, 
but begged of me to come that very night, and turn the 
house to account as fully as I possibly could The 
cheerfulness of such a concession brought with it one 
drawback I now regretted that I had not, at a much 
earlier period, applied for this liberty, since I might 
thus have saved a considerable fund • of guineas, 
applicable, of course, to all urgent necessities, but at 
this particular moment to one of clamorous urgency— 
viz., the purchase of blankets. O ancient women, 
daughters of toil and suffering, amongst all the hardships 
and bitter inheritances of flesh that ye are called upon 
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to face, not one—not even hunger—seems in my eyes 
comparable to that of nightly cold To seek a refuge 
from cold in bed, and then, from the thin, gauzy texture 
of the miserable, worn-out blankets, “not to sleep a 
wink,* as Wordsworth • records of poor old womeij in 
Dorsetshire, where coals, from local causes, were at the 
very dearest—what a' terrific enemy was that for poor 
old 'grandmothers to face in fight 1 How feelingly I 
learned at this time, as heretofore I had learned on the 
wild hillsides in Wales, what an unspeakable blessing is 
that of warmth I A more killing curse there does not 
exist for man or woman, than that bitter combat between 
the weariness that prompts sleep, and the keen, searching 
cold that forces you from the first access of sleep to 
start up horror-stricken, and to seek warmth vainly in 
renewed exercise, though long since fainting under 
fatigue However, even without blankets, it was a fine 
thing to have an asylum from the open air, and to be 
assured ?f this asylum as long as I was likely to want it 
Towards nightfall I went down to Greek Stuet, and 
found, on taking possession of my new quarters, diat the 
house already contained one single inmate, a poor, 
friendless child, apparently ten years old, but she 
seemed hunger-bitten, and sufferings of that sort often 
make children look older than they are From this 
iorlorn child I learned that she had slept and livul there 
alone for some time before I came, and great joy the 
poor creature expressed, when she found that I was in 
future to be her companion through the hours of dark¬ 
ness The house could hardly be called large—that is, 
11 was not large on each separate story, but, having 
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four stones in all, it was large enough to impress vividly 
tne sense of its echoing loneliness, and, from the want 
of furniture, the noise of the rats made a prodigious 
uproar on the staircase and hall, so that/amidst the 
real^ fleshly ills of cold and burger, the forsaken child 
had found leisure to suffer still more from the self-created 
one of ghosts Against these enemies I could ^promise 
her protection, human companionship was in Itself 
protection , but of other and more needful aid I had, 
alas'! little to offer We lay upon the floor, with a 
bundle of law-paptrs for a pillow, but with no other 
covering than a large horseman’s cloak, afterwards, 
however, we discovered in a garret an old sofa-cover, a 
small piece of rug, and some fragments of other articles, 
which added a little to our 'comfort lhe poor child 
crept close to me for warmth, and for security against 
her ghostly enemies When I was not mohi than usually 
ill, I took her into my arms, so that, in general, sh£ was* 
tolerably warm, and often slept when I could /lot, for, 
during the last two months of my sufferings, I slept much 
in the daytime, and was gpt to fall into ‘transient 
dozings at all hours But my sleep distressed me more 
than my watching, for, besides the tumultuousness of 
my dreams (which were only not so awful as those 
which I shall have hereafter to describe as produced by 
opium), my sleep was never more than whgit is called 
dog-sleep, so that I could hear myself moaning, and 
very often I was awakened suddenly by my own voice 
About this time, a hideous sensation began to haunt me 
as soon as I fell into a slumber, which since returned 
upon me, at different periods of my life—viz., a sort of 
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un itching (I knew not where, but apparently about the 
region of the stomach), which compelled me violently 
to throw out my feet for the sake of relieving it This 
sensation coming on as soon as I began to sleep, and 
the effort to relieve it constantly awaking me, at length I 
slept only from exhaustion , and through increasing 
weakness (as I said before), I was constantly falling 
asleop, and constantly awaking Too generally the very 
attainment of any deep repose seemed as if mechanically 
linked to some fatal necessity of self-interruption-' It 
was as though a cup were gradually filled by the sleepy 
overflow of some natural fountain, the fullrtoss of the cup 
expressing symbolically the completeness of the rest 
but then, in the next stage of the process, it seemed as 
though the rush and torrent-like babbling of the re¬ 
dundant waters, when running over from every part of 
the cup, interrupted the slumber which in their earlier 
ctage of silent gathering they had so naturally produced 
Such and so regular in its swell and its collapse—in its 
tardy growth and its violent dispersion—did this endless 
alternation of stealthy sleep and stormy awaking travel 
through stages as natuial as the increments of twilight, 
or the kindlings of the dawn no rest that was not a 
prologue to tenor , no sweet tremulous pulses of restora¬ 
tion that did not suddenly explode through rolling 
clamou r s of fiery disruption Meantime, the master of 
the house sometimes came in upon us suddenly, and 
very early, sometimes not till ten o’clock, sometimes 
not at all He was in constant fear of arrest Im¬ 
proving on the plan of Cromwell, every night he slept in 
a different quarter of London, and I observed that he 
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never failed to examine, through a private window, the 
appearance of those who knocked at the door, before he 
would allow it to be opened. He breakfasted alone, 
indeed, his tea equipage would hardly have' admitted of 
his hazarding an invitation to a second person, any more 
than the quantity of esculent material, which, for the 
most part, was little more than a- roll, or a few || biscuits, 
purchased on his road from the place where he* had 
slept Or, if he had asked a party, as I once learnedly 
observed to him, the several members of it must have 
stood in the relation to each other (not sat in any relation 
whatever) of Succession, and not of co-existence, in the 
relation of parts of time, and not of the parts of space 
During his breakfast, I generally contrived a reason for 
lounging m , and, with an air of as much indifference 
as I could assume, took up such fragments as might 
chance to remain, sometimts, indeed^ none at all 
remained In doing this, I committed -no robbery* 1 
except upon Mr Brunell himself, who was thus, obliged, 
now and then, to send out at noon for an extra biscuit, 
but he, through channels subsequently explained, was 
repaid a thousandfold, and, as to the poor child, she 
was never admitted into his study (if I may give that 
name to his chief dcpositoiy of parchments, law 
writings, etc), that room was to her the Bluebeard 
room of the house, being regularly locked on his 
departure to dinner, about six o'clock, which usually was 
his final departure for the day Whether this child were 
an illegitimate daughter of Mr Brunei], or only a servant, 
I could not ascertain , she did not herself know, but 

i r 

certainly she was treated altogethet as a menial servant 
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No sooner did Mr Biunell make his appearance than 
she went below-stairs, brushed his shoes, coat, etc., and, 
except when she was summoned to run upon some 
errand, she ftever emerged from the dismal Tartarus of 
the kitchens to the upper air, until my welcome knock 
towards nightfall called up her little trembling footsteps 
to the ^ront door *Of her life during the daytime, 
however, I knew little but what I gathered from her own 
account at night, for, as soon as the hours of business 
commenced, I saw that my absence would be actcptJIhle, 
and, in general, therefore, I went off and sat m the paries 
or elsewhere until the approach of twilight* 

But who, and what, meantime, was the master of 
the house himself? Reader, he was one of those 
anomalous practitioners in lower departments of the 
law who, on prudential reasons, or from necessity, 
deny themseV/es all indulgence in the luxury of 
too delicate>a conscience Jn many walks of life, a 
conscience is a more expensive encumbrance than a 
wife or a carnage, and, as people talk of “laying 
down * their carriages, so I suppose my friend Mr 
llrunell had u laid down 17 his conscience for a time, 
meaning, doubtless, to resume it as soon as he 
could afford it He was an advertising attorney, who 
continually notified to the public, through the morning 
papers, th^t he undertook to raise loans for approved 
parties in what would generally be regarded as 
desperate cases—viz, where there was nothing better 
than personal security to offer But, as he took good 
care to ascertain # that there were ample funds in 
reversion to be ccrudted on, or near connections that 
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would not suffer the family name to be dishonoured, 
and as he insured the borrowers life over a sufficient 
period, the risk was not great, and even of this the 
whole rested upon the actual money-lender, who stood 
alopf rti the background, and mever revealed himself 
to clients in his proper person, transacting all affairs 
through his proxies learned in the law—Mr, Brunell 
or others The inner economy of such a man’s tlaily 
life would present a monstrous picture Even with 
my limited opportunities for observing what went on, 
I saw scenes of intrigue and complex chicanery, at 
which I sometimes smile to this dav, and at which 
I smiled then, in spite of my misery My situation, 
however, at that time, gave me little experience, in 
my own person, of any qualities in Mr BrunelFs 
character but such as did him honour, and of his 
whole strange composition I ought to^forget every¬ 
thing, but that towards me he was obliging, and, t<J 
the extent ol his power, generous 

That power was not, indeed, very extensive How¬ 
ever, in common with the r,ats, I sat rent free, and 
as Dr Johnson has recorded that he never but once 
m his life had as much wall-fruit as he wished, so let 
me be grateful that, on that single occasion, I had 
as large a choice of rooms, or even of apartments, in 
a London mansion—viz , as I am now at liberty to 
add, at the north-west corner of Greek Street, being 
the house on that side the street nearest to Soho 
Square—as I could possibly desire Except the Blue¬ 
beard room, which the poor child t bekeved to be per¬ 
manently haunted, and which, 'besides, was locked, 
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all others, from the attics to the cellars, were at our 
service 14 The world was all before us/’ and we 
pitched our tent for the night in any spot we might 
fancy This house I have described as roomy and 
respectable It stanefc in a conspicuous situation and 
in a well-known part of London Many of my 
reade* will have* passed it, I doubt not, within 
a *few hours of reading this For myself, I never fail 
to visit it wjien accident draws me to London 
About ten o'clock this very night (August 15, 1821, 
being my birthday), I turned aside frpm my evening 
walk along Oxford Street, in order to take a glance 
at it It is now m the occupation of some family, 
apparently respectable The windows are no longer 
coaled by a paste, composed of ancient soot and 
superannuate'! rain, and the whole exterior no longer 
wears an aspect of gloom By the lights in the 
front drawing-room, I observed a domestic party, 
assembled, perhaps, at tea, and apparently cheerful 
and. gay—mindlous contrast, in my eyes, to the 
darkness, cold, silence, •and desolation, of that same 
house nineteen yeais ago, when its nightly occupants 
were one famishing scholar and a poor, neglected 
child Her, by the bye, m after years, I vainly 
endeavoured to trace Apart from her situation, she 
was not what would be called an interesting child 
She was neither pretty, nor quick in understanding, 
nor remarkably pleasing in manners But, thank God * 
even in those years I needed not the embellishments 
of elegant accessories to conciliate my affections 
Plain human nature, m its humblest and most 
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homely apparel, was enough for me; and I loved 
the child because she was my partner in wretched¬ 
ness If she is now living, she is probably a 
mother, with children of her own, but, as I have 
said, t I could never trace her * 

This I regret, but another person there was, at that 
time, whom I have since sought to frace witl? far deeper 
earnestness, and with far deeper sorrow at my faildVe 
This person was a young woman, and one of that 
unhappy class who belong to the outcasts and pariahs 
of our female population I feel no shame, nor have 
any reason to feel it, in avowing that I was then on 
familiar and friendly terms with many women in that 
unfortunate condition Smile not, reader too carelessly 
facile 1 Frown not, reader too unseasonably austere I 
L»ttle call was there here either for smi^s or frowns 
A penniless schoolboy could not be suppled to stand 
within the range of such temptations, besides that, 
according to the ancient Latin proverb, “ sine G'rcre ei 
Baccho etc These unhappy women, to me, were 
simply sisters in calamity, and sisters amongst whom, 
in as large measure as amopgst any other equal number 
of persons, commanding more # of the world's respect, 
were to he found humanity, disinterested generosity, 
courage that would not falter in defence of the helpless, 
and fidelity that would have scorned to take«bnbes for 
betraying But the truth is, that at no time of my 
life have I been a person to hold myself polluted by the 
touch or approach of any creature that wore a human 
shape I cannot suppose, I will not believe, that any 
creatures wearing the form of man or woman are 
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so absolutely rejected and reprobate outcasts, that 
merely to talk with them inflicts pollution On the 
contrary, from my very earliest youth, it has been my 
pride to converse familiarly, more Socrattco f with all 
human beings—man,•woman, and child—that chance 
might fling m my way, for a philosopher should not 
see w^th the eyes of the poor limitary creature calling 
firftiself a man of the world, filled with narrow and 
self-regarding prejudices of birth and education, but 
should look upon himself as a catholic creature, and 
as standing in an equal relation to high and low, lo 
educated and uneducated, to the guilty and the 
innocent Being myself, at that time, of necessity a 
peripatetic, or a walker of the streets, I naturally fell 
in more frequently with those female peripatetics who 
are technically called street-walkers Some of these 
women had c occasionally taken my part against watch- 
meh who wished to drive me off the steps of houses 
where*1 was sitting, others had protected me against 
more senous aggressions But one amongst them— 
die on!, on whose account I have at all introduced 
this subject—yet no * let njte not cla^s tnee, O noble- 

minded Ann -, with that order of women, let me 

find, if it be possible, some gentler name to designate 
the condition of her to whose bounty and compassion 
— mmtstgnng to my necessities when all the world 
stood aloof from me—I owe it that I am at this 
time alive For many weeks 1 had walked, at nights, 
with this poor friendless girl up and down Oxford 
blreet, or had jestpd with her on steps and under the 
shelter of porticos' ’She could not be so ok* as myself: 



2 l6 


CONFESSIONS OF 


she fold me, indeed, that she had not completed her 
sixteenth year By such questions as my interest 
about her prompted, I had gradually drawn forth her 
simple history llers was a case of ordinary bccurrence 
(as I # have since had leason to thmk), and one m which, 
if London beneficence had better adapted its arrange¬ 
ments to meet it, the power of the 1 iw might oftener be 
interposed to protect and to avenge But the stream 


of London chanty flows in a channel which, though 
deep and mighty, is yet noiseless and underground ,— 


not obvious or readily accessible to poor, houseless 
wanderers, ana it cannot be denied that the outside 


air and framework of society in London, as m all vast 
capitals, is unavoidably harsh, cruel, and repulsive 
In any case, however, 1 saw that part of her injuries 
might have been redressed, and I ur^ed her often 
and earnestly to lay her complaint before & magistrate 
Friendless as she was, I assured her that*.she wculd * 


meet with immediate attention, and that JEnglish 
justice, which was no respecter of persons, would 
speedily and amply avenge h f er on the brutal* ruffian 
who had plundered her little property Sne promised 
me often that she would, but she delayed taking the 
steps I pointed out, from tune to time , for she was 
timid and dejected to a degree which showed how 
deeply sorrow had taken hold of her young Ijeart, and 
perhaps she thought justly that the most upright judge 
and the most righteous tribunals could do nothing to 
repair her heaviest wrongs Something, however, 
would perhaps have been done, # for it had been 
settled between us at length (but, unhappily, on the 
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very last time but one that I was ever to see her), that 
in a day or two I, accompanied by her, should state 
her case to a magistrate This little service it was 
destined, however, that I should never realise Mean¬ 
time, that which she* rendered to me, and which^ was 
greater than 1 could ever have repaid her, was this 
One njght, when wfc were pacing slowly along Ovford 
Stifeet, and alter a day w f hen I had felt unusually ill 
and faint, 1 requested her to turn off with me into 
Soho Square Thither we went, and we sat down on 
the steps of a house, which to this hour I never pass 
without a pang of grief, and an inner act of homage 
to the spirit of that unhappy girl, m memory of the 
noble act which she there performed Suddenly, as we 
sat, 1 grew much worse I had been leaning my head 
against her ^osom, md all at once I sank from her 
arms, and iell backwards on the steps From the 
1 senSations i then had, I felt an inner conviction of the 
liveliest kind, that, without some powerful and reviving 
stimulus, I should either have died on the spot, or 
should,*at least, have sunk to a point of exhaustion 
from which all re-ascent, ujider my ‘nendless circum¬ 
stances, would soon have become hopeless lhen it 
was, at this crisis of my fate, that my poor orphan 
companion, who had herself met with little but injuries 
in this world, stretched out a saving hand to me 
Uttering a cry of terror, but without a moment’s delay, 
she ran off into Oxford Street, and, in less time than 
could be imagined, returned to me with a glass of 
port-wine and* spices, that acted upon my empty 
stomach (which a\ that time would have rejected all 
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solid food) with an instantaneous power of restoration, 
and for this glass the generous girl, without a murmur, 
paid out of her own humble purse, at a time, be it 
remembered, when she had scarcely wherewithal to 
purchase the bare necessaries of life, and when she 
could have no reason to expect that I should ever be 
able to reimburse her O youthful benefactress*! how 
often in succeeding years, standing in solitary pla&s, 
and thinking of thee with grief of heart and perfect 
love—how often have I wished that, as in ancient 
times the curse of a father was believed to have a 
supernatural power, and to pursue its object with a 
fatal necessity of self-fulfilment, even so the benedic¬ 
tion of a heart oppressed with gratitude might have 
a like prerogative, might have power given it from 
above to chase, to haunt, to waylay, tf pursue thee 
into the central darkness of a London bYothel, or (if 
it were possible) even into the darkness of* the grkve, 
there to awaken thee with an authentic message of 
peace and forgiveness, dnd of final reconciiation ! 

Some feelings, though not deeper or more passionate, 
are more tender than others , and often when I walk, 
at this time, in Oxford Streep by dreamy lamp-light, 
and hear those airs played on a common street-organ 
which years ago solaced me and my detr youthful com¬ 
panion, I shid tears, and muse with myself at the 
mysterious dispensation which so suddenly and so 
critically separated us for ever How it happened, the 
reader will understand from what remains of this intro 
ductory narration , 

Soon after the period of the la£t incident I have 
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recorded, I met in Albemarle Street, a gentleman of his 
late Majesty's household This gentleman had received 
hospitalities, on different occasions, from my family, 
and he challenged me upon the strength of my family 
likeness I did not attempt any disguise, but answered 
his questions ingenuously, and, on his pledging his 
word of honour th*at he would not betray me to my 
guardians, I gave him my real address in Greek Street 
The next day .1 received from him a ten-pound ^bank¬ 
note The letter enclosing it was delivered, with other 
letters of business, to the attorney, but, ^though his look 
and manner informed me that he suspected its contents, 
he gave it up to me honourably, and without demur 

This present, from the particular service to which much 
of it was applied, leads me naturally to speak again of 
the original jjfcrpose which had allured me up to London, 
and which I had been without intermission prosecuting 
through Mf Brunell from the first day of my arrival in 
London 

In so mighty a world as London, it will surprise my 
readers thaj I should not have found some means of 
staving off the last extremities of penury, and it will 
strike them that two rei^mrees, at least, must have been 
open to me viz, either to seek assistance from the 
friends of my*iamily, or to turn my youthful accom¬ 
plishments, such as they were, into some channel of 
pecuniary emolument As to the first course, I may 
observe, generally, that what I dreaded beyond all 
other evils was the chance of being reclaimed by my 
guardians no* doubting that whatever power the law 
gave them would have been enforced against me to the 
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utmost, that is, to the extremity of forcibly restoring 
me to the school which I had quitted, a restoration 
which, as it would, m my eyes, have been a, dishonour, 
even if submitted to voluntarily, could not fail, when 
extorted from me in contempt aiTd defiance of my own 
known wishes and earnest resistance, to have proved 
a humiliation worse to me than death, and Y/hich*Would, 
indeed, have terminated in death I was, therefore, 
shy ^nough of applying for assistance, even in those 
quarters where I was sure of receiving it, if at any risk 
of furnishing n^y guardians with a clue for tracing me 
My father's friends, no doubt, had been many, and were 
scattered all over the kingdom, but, as to London in 
particular, though a large section of these friends would 
certainly be found there, yet (as full ten years had 
passed since his death) I knew very fewfof them even 
by name, and never having seen London before— 
except once, in my fifteenth year, for a few hours—I 
knew not the address of even those tew To thA mode 
of gaming help, therefore, in part the difficulty* but 
much more the danger which I have mentipned, habitu¬ 
ally indisposed me. In n <j.ird to the other mode— 
that of turning any talents or knowledge that I might 
possess to a lucrative use—I now feel half inclined to 
join my reader in wondering that I shfiuid have over¬ 
looked it As a corrector ot Greek proofs (if in no 
other way), I might surely have gained enough for my 
slender wants Such an office as this I could have 
discharged with an exemplary and punctual accuracy 
that would soon have gained me tjre confidence of my 
employers And there was this great preliminary 
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advantage m giving such a direction to my efforts, that 
the intellectual dignity and elegance associated with all 
ministerial services about the press would have saved 
my pride 'and self-respect from mortification In an 
extreme case, such aa mine had now become, I should 
not have absolutely disdained the humble station of 
“devil,” A subaltern situation in a service inherently 
honourable is better than a much higher situation in 
a service pointing to ultimate objects that are mean 
or ignoble I am, indeed, not sure that I could 
adequately have discharged the functions of this office 
To the perfection of the diabolic character I fear that 
patience is one of the indispensable graces, more, 
perhaps, than I should be found on trial to possess for 
dancing attendance upon crotchety authors, super- 
stitiously fastidious in matters of punctuation But 
why talk of my qualifications? Qualified or not p where 
1 couM I obtain such an office? For it must not be 
forgottfjn that even a diabolic appointment requires 
interest Towards that , I must first of all ha\e an 
mjrodudtion to some resectable publisher, and this I 
had no means of obtaining t To say tLe truth, however, 
it had never once occurred to me to think of literary 
labours as a source of profit No mode sufficiently 
speedy of obtaining money had ever suggested itself, 
but that qf borrowing it on the strength of my future 
claims and expectations This mode I sought by every 
avenue to compass; and amongst other persons I 
applied to a Jew named D-.* 

• At this period (jujtuinn of 1856), when thirty-live rears 
have elapsed since The first publication of these memoirs 
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To this Jew, and to other advertising money¬ 
lenders, I had introduced myself, with an account 
of my expectations, which account they had little 
difficulty m ascertaining to be correct lhe person 

ther§ mentioned as the second son of -, was 

found to have all the claims (or more than all) that 
I had stated but one question still remained^ which 
the fates of the Jews pretty significantly suggested— 
was I that person? r Ihis doubt had never occurred 
to me as a possible one, I had rather feared, when¬ 
ever my Jewish friends scrutinised me keenly, that I 
might be too well known to be that person, and that 

reasons of delicacy can no longer cl um respect for concealing 
tbe Jews name, or at least the name vihich he adopted in his 
dealing's with the Gentiles I say, therefore, without scruple* 
that the name was Dell and some years later ^ was one of the 
names that came before the House of Commons in connection 
with something or other (I have long since forgotten 
growing out of the parliamentary movement against the Duke 
of York, in reference to Mrs Clark, etc. Like all tae other 
Jews with whom I have had negotiations, he was franjc and 
honourable in his mode of conducting business. What he 
promised he performed, and, if Ins terms were high, as 
naturally they could not but be, to cover his risks, he avowed 
them from the first ,v 

To this same Mr Dell, by the viay, some eighteen months 
afterwards, I applied again on the same business, and, dating 
at that time from a respectable college, I was fortunate enough 
to win his serious attention to my proposals My necessities 
had not arisen from any extravagance or youthful levities (these 
my habits forbade), but £umpJy from the vindictive malice of my 
guardian, who, when he found himself no longer able to prevent 
me from going to the university, had, a parting token of his 
regard, refused to sign an order for granting me a shilling 
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some scheme might be passing in their minds for 
entrapping me and selling me to my guardians It 
was strange to me to find my own self, matcncktci 
considered *(so I expressed it f for I doted on logical 
accuracy of distinctions), suspected of counterfeiting 
my own self, formahter considered However, to 
satisfy |tlieir i scruples, I took the only course m my 
potf er Whilst I was in Wales, I had rec cived 
various letters from young friends, these I produced, 
for I earned them constantly in my pocket Most of 
these letters were from the Earl of Altamont who 
was at that time, and had been for some years hack, 

beyond the allowance made to me at school—viz , j£ioo per 
annum Upon this sum it was, in my time (1 1 , in the first 
lecenniuiTi of this century), barely possible to have lived at 
college, and nt^: possible to a man who, though above the 
affectation of ostentatious disregard for money, and without any 
*expe*sive tastes, confided, nevertheless, rather too much in 
servants, and did not delight in the petty details of minute 
economy* I soon, therefore, became embarrassed in a move¬ 
ment pf impatience, instead of candidly avowing my condition 
to my mother, or to some one of the guardi ins, more than one 
of whom wotilcf have advanced me the >£250 wanted (not in hi9 
legal character of guardian, but as a private friend), I was 90 
foolish as to engage in a vofummous negotiation with the Jew, 
and was put in possession of the sum I asked for, on ihe 
“regular ' terms if paving seventeen and a half per cent by 
way of annuity on all the money furnished , Israel, on his part, 
graciously resuming no more than about ninety guineas of the 
said money, on account of an attorney s bill (for wh it services, 
to whom 11 ndcred, and when—whether at the siege of Jerusalem, 
or at the building of the Second Temple—I have not yet dis¬ 
covered). How m&ny parches this bill measured I really forget; 
but I still keep it in a cabinet of natural curiosities 
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amongst my confidential friends These were dated 
from Eton I had also some from the Marquis of 
Sligo, his father, who, though absorbed in agricultural 
pursuits, yet having been an Etonian himself, and as 
gootf a scholar as a noblemfcn needs to be, still 
retained an affection for classical studies and for 
youthful scholars He had, accordingly, frpm tfce time 
that I was fifteen, corresponded with me—sometilnes 
upon the great improvements which he had made, or 
was meditating, in the counties of Mayo and Sligo, 
since I had been there, sometimes upon the merits of 
a Latin poet, at other times, suggesting subjects on 
which he fancied that I could write verses myself, or 
breathe poetic inspiration into the mind of my once 
familiar companion, his son 

On reading the letters, one of my /Jewish friends 
agreed to furnish two or three hundred pounds on my 
personal security, provided I could persuadu the ybung # 
earl—who was, by the way, not older than mjself—to 
guarantee the payment on our joint coming of age, 
the Jew’s final object being, an I now suppose, not the 
trifling profit he could expect to make by me, but the 
prospect of establishing a connection with my noble 
friend, whose great expectations were well known to 
him In pursuance of this proposal 'on the part of 
the Jew, about eight or nine days after I had received 
the I prepared to visit Eton Nearly three 

guineas of the money I had given to my money- 
lending friend in the background, or, more accurately, 
I had given that sum to Mr Brimell,. altos Brown, as 
representing Mr Dell, the Jew, arid a smaller sum I 
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had given directly to hunseli, on his own separate 
account What he alleged in excuse for thus draining 
my purse at so critical a moment was, that stamps 
must be bought, in order that the writings might be 
prepared whilst I wra away from London I thought 
in my heart that he was lying, but I did not wish to 
give him any excu<»e for charging his own delays upon 
me About fifteen shillings I had employed in re¬ 
establishing (though in a very humble way) my dress 
Of the remainder, I gave one-quarter (something more 
than a guinea) to Ann, meaning, on my return, to 
have divided with her whatever might 'remain These 
arrangements made, soon after six o dock, on a dark 
winter evening, I set off, ac compamed by Ann, towards 
Piccadilly, for it was my intention to go down as 
far as the tr^n to Salt Hill and Slouch on the Bath 
or Bristol mail Our course lay through a part of the 
• town whida has now totally disappeared, so that I can 
no logger retrace its ancient bounuanes— having 
been replaced by Regent Street and its adjacencies 
SwaHotv St/ut is all ^hat I remember of the names 
superseded 1 by tins large revolutic lary usurpation 
Having time enough before us, however, we bore 
away to the left, until we came into Golden Souare 
I here, neaT the, comer of Sherrard Street, we sat down | 
not wishing to part m the tumult and blaze of Piccadilly 
I had told Ann of my plans some time before, and now 
I assured her again that she should share in my good 
fortune, if I met with any, and that I would never 
lorsake her, as^ soon as I had power to protect her. 
This I fully intended, as much from inclination as 
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from a sense of dutv, for, setting aside gratitude (which 
in any case must have made me her debtor for life), 
I loved her as affectionately as if she had been my 
sister, and at this moment with sevenfold tenderness, 
from a pity at witnessing her extwne dejection I had 
apparently most reason for dejection, because I was 
leaving the sa\iour of my life, yel I, considering the 
shock my health had received was cheerful and full 
of hope She, on the contrary, who was parting with 
one who had had little means of servmg her, except 
by kindness and brotheily treatment, was overcome 
Dy sorrow, so that, when I kissed her at our final 
farewell, she put her arms about my neck, and wept, 
without speaking a word I hoped to return in a 
week, at furthest, and I agreed with her, that on the 
fifth night from that, and every night afterwards, she 
should wait for me, at six o’clock, near the bottom of 
Great Tifcchfield Street, which had former!*: been »our 
customary haven of rendezvous, to prevent our pnssing 
each other in the great Mediterranean of Oxford 
Street This, and other measures of precatfLion, I 
took, one, only, I forgot ^ She had eithef never told 
me, or (as a matter of no great interest) I had for¬ 
gotten, her surname It is a general practice, indeed^ 
with girls of humble rank in her unhappy condition, 
not (as novel-reading women of higher pretensions) to 
style themselves Miss Douglas , Miss Montague, etc , 
but simply by their Christian names, Mary, Jane , 
Fiances, etc Her surname, as the surest means of 
tracing her, I ought now to have # inc^uired f but the 
truth is, having no reason to think 'that our meeting 
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again could, m consequence of a short interruption, be 
more difficult or uncertain than it had been for so 
many weeks, I scarcely for a moment adverted to it 
as necessary, or placed it amongst my memoranda 
against this parting interview, and my final anxieties 
being spent in comforting her with hopes, and in 
pressing upon he? the necessity of getting some 
mtdicine for a violent cough with which she was 
troubled, I wholly forgot this precaution until it was 
too late to recall her * 

When I reached the Gloucester Coffee-house m 
Piccadilly, at which, in those days, all tfie western mails 
stopped for a few minutes in going out of London, it 
was already a quarter of an hour past eight o'clock , 
the Bristol Mail was on the point of going off, and I 
mounted on ^he outside The fine fluent motion * of 
this mail soon laid me aslt ep It is somewhat remark¬ 
able, that the first easy or refreshing sleep which I had 
enjoye^ for some months was on the outside of a 
mail-coach—a bed which, at this day, I find rather an 
unea*sy*one Connected with this sleep was a little 
incident which served, as hundreds of others did at 

R 

that time, to convince me how easily a man, who has 
neVer been m any great distress, may pass through 
life without knowing in his own person, and expen- 

* 

* The Bristol Mail was at that time the best appointed m 
the kingdom—owing that advantage, first of all, to an un¬ 
usually good road, and this advantage it shared with the Bath 
Mail (their route being exactly the same for a hundred and 
five miles), but, «cc«ndly, it had the separate advantage of 
an extra sum for expenses subscribed by the Bristol merchants 
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mentally testing, the possible goodness of the human 

heart, or, as unwillingly I add, its possible churlishness 

So thick a curtain of manners is drawn over the features 

and expression of men’s natures, that, to the ordinary 

observer, the two extremities, ^nd the infinite fie ] d 
* 

of varieties which lie between them, are all conloundtd 
under one neutral disguise The rase was this For 
the first four or five miles out of London/ I annoyed 
my fellow-passenger on the roof by occasionally falling 
against him when the coach gave a lurch, and, indeed, 
if the road had been less smooth and level than it was, 

I should have lallen off from weakness Of this annoy¬ 
ance he complained heavily, as, perhaps, in the same 
circumstances, most people w r ould He expressed his 
complaint, however, more morosely than the occasion 
seemed to warrant, and if I had parte<^ wiLh him at 
that moment, I should have thought of him as a surly 
and almost brutal fellow Still I was conscious Hiat • 
I had given him some cause for complaint, and therefore 
I apologised, assuring him that I would do what I 
could to avoid falling asleep for the future, unci, at 
the same time, in as few words as possible, I explained 
to him that I was ill, and in a weak state from long 
suffering and that I could not afford to take an inside 
place The man’s manner changed up<?n hearing this 
explanation in an instant and when I next woke for 
a minute, from the noise and lights of Hounslow (for, 
in spite of my efforts, I had again fallen asleep within 
two minutes), I found that he had put his arm round 
me to protect me from falling off, and for the rest of 
my journey he behaved to me with* the gentleness of 
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a woman And this was the more kind, as he could 
not have known that I was not going the whole way 
to Bath or Bristol Unfortunately, indeed, I did go 
further thart I intended, for so genial and refreshing 
was my sleep, being 1 * the open air, that, upon the 
sudden pulling up of the mail (possibly at a post-office), 
I found § that^we had»reached some place six or seven 
mile* to the west of Salt Hill Here I alighted, and, 
during the half-minute that the mail stopped, I was 
entreated by my friendly companion (who, from the 
transient glimpse I had of him under the glaring lights 
of Piccadilly, might be a respectable upper servant) 
to go to bed without delay This under the feeling 
that some consideration was due to one who had done 
me so seasonable a service, I promised, though with 
no intention o^doing so, and, in fact, I immediately 
moved forward on foot It must then have been 
nearly eleven, but so slowly did I creep along that 
I heard jl clock in a cottage strike four as I was on 
the point of turning down the road from Slough to 
Eton The air and the sjeep had both refreshed me, 
but I was weary, nevertheless f I remember a thought 
(obvious enough, and pointedly expressed by a Roman 
poet) which gave me some consolation, at that moment, 
under my poverty# There had been, some weeks before, 
a murder committed on Hounslow Heath, which at 
that time was really a heath, entirely unenclosed, and 
exhibiting a sea-like expanse in all directions, except 
one I cannot be mistaken when I say that the name 
of the murdered, peyson was Steele , and that he was 

the owner of a lavfender plantation in that neighbour- 
n 
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hood * Every step of my regress (for I now walked 
with my face towards London) was bringing me nearer 
to the heath, and it naturally occurred to me, that I and 
the accursed murderer, if he were that rflght abroad, 
might, at every instant, be unconsciously approaching 
each other through the darkness, m which case, said 
I p supposing myself—instead of being little better than 
an outcast, *■ 

t Lord of my learn<ng, ind no land beside— 

like my friend Lord Altamont, heir, by general repute, 
to ooo per annum, what a panic should I be 

under at this moment about my throat i Indeed, it 
was not likely that Lord Altamont should ever be in 
my situation, but, nevertheless, the spirit of the remark 
remains true, that vast power and possessions make 

* Two men, Holloway and Haggerty, were long- afterwai cjs 
convicted, upon very questionable evidence, as the perpetrators 
of this murder The main testimony against them was that 
of a Newgate turnkey, who hid imperfectly overheard a con¬ 
versation between the two men The current impassion was 
that of great dissatisfaction with the evidence, and tins 
impression was strengthened by the pamphlet of an acute 
lawyer, exposing the unsoundn* ss and incoheiency of the 
statements relied upon by the court They were executed 
however, in the teeth of all opposition And as it happened 
that an enormous wreck of life occurred at the execution (not 
fewer, 1 believe, than sixty persons having been trampled 
under foot by the unusual pressure of some brewers’ draymen 
forcing their way with linked arms to the space below the drop), 
this tragedy was regarded for many years by a section of the 
London mob as a providential judgment upon the passive 
metropolis 
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a man shamefully afraid of dying, and 1 am convinced 
that many of the most intrepid adventurers, who, being 
poor, enjoy the full use of their natural energies, 
would, if at*the very inslant of going into action news 
were brought 10 thcirk that they had unexpectedly 
succeeded to an estate m England of 0,000 <1 year, 
feel their dislike to bullets hinously sharpened,* and 
them efforts at self-possession propoitionably difficult 
So true it is, in the language of a wise man whose 
own experience ’had made him acquainted equally 
v tth good and evil fortune, that riches are tier 
fitted # 

To slacken virtue, and abate her edgt, 

Than tempt her to do aught may merit praise 

Paradise Regained 

I dally with my subject, because, to mjself, the 
remembrance of these times is profoundly interesting 
But my reader shall not have any further cai se to 
complamf, for now I hasten to its close In the road 
between plough and Eton I fell asleep, and, just as 
the morning be^an to dawn* I was awakened by the voice 
of a man standing over mt, f and apparently studjing 
my physics, whilst to me—upon so sudden an intro¬ 
duction to him m so suspicious a situation—his jnorals 
naturally suggested a more interesting subject of 

v» 

* It will be objected that many men, of the highest rink 
and wedth, have, notwithstanding, in our own da\, as well as 
throughout our history, been amongst the foremost in courting 
danger on the field of battle True , but this is not the case 
supposed Long familiarity with power and with wealth has, 
10 them, deadened then 1 eftect and attractions. 
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inquiry I know not what he was He was an ill- 
looking fellow, but not, therefore, ot necessity, an 
ill-meaning fellow, or, if he were, I suppose he thought 
that no person sleeping out-of-doors in winter could 
be worth robbing In which conclusion, however, as 

i 

it regarded myself, I have the honour to assure him, 
supposing him ever to find himself amongst my readers, 
that he was entirely mistaken I was not sorrr at 
his disturbance, as it roused me to pass through Eton 
befoYe people weie generally astir The night had 
been heavy and misty, but tow aids the morning it 
had changed Ho a slight frost, and the trees were now 
covered with rime I slipped through Eton unobserved, 
washed myself, and as far as possible adjusted my 
dress, at a little public-house in Windsor, and, about 
eight o’clock, went down towards the precincts of the 
college, DC ir which were congregated the houses of 
the 44 Dames” On my road I met some junior )boy^ 
of whom I made inquiries An Etonian is always 
a gentleman, and, in spite of my shabby habiliments, 
they answered me civilly My friend Lord *Altainont 
was gone to Jesus College, Cambridge 41 lbi omnis 
effusus labor 1 u I had, however, other friends at Eton , 
but it is not to all who wear that name in prosperity 
that a man is willing to present hjjnself in distress 
On recollecting myself, however, I asked for the Earl 
of Desert,* to whom (though my acquaintance with 

• I had known Lord Deseit, the eldest son of a very largo 
family, some years eailier, when bearing the title of Lord 
Casllecufle Cuffe was the family name, and I believe that 
they traced their descent from a person of some historic interest 
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him was not so intimate as with some others) I should 
not have shrunk from presenting myself under any cir¬ 
cumstances He was still at Eton, though, I believe, 
on the wing for Cambridge I called, was received 
kindly, and asked to breakfast 

Lord Desert placed before me a magnificent break¬ 
fast 1^ was^ really such, but m my eyes it seemed 
trebly magnificent from being the first regular meal, 
the first “good man's table,” that I had sat down to 
for months Strange to say, I could scarcely eat any¬ 
thing On the day when I first received my ten-pound 
bank-note, I had gone to a baker’s shop and bought 
a couple of rolls, this very shop I had some weeks 
before surveyed with an eagerness of desire which it 
was humiliating to ruolkct 1 remembered the story 
( which, however, I now believed to be a falsehood) 
about Otway, and feared that there might be danger 
fn eating too rapidly - But there was no cause for 
alarm, ,piy appetite was utterly gone, and I nauseated 
food of every kind This effect, from eating what 
approached to a meal, I % continued to fuel for weeks 
On the present occasion, aj: Lord Desert's table, I 
found myself not at all better than usual, and, in 
the midst of luxuries, appetite I had none I had, 
however, unfortunately, at all times a craving for 
wine I explained my situation, therefore, to Lord 
Desert, and gave him a short account of my late 
sufferings, with which he expressed deep sympathy, 

—viz , that CuflTe who was secretary to the unhappy Earl of 
Essex during his treasonable dmeute against the government 
of Queen Elizabeth. 
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and called for wine This gave me instantaneous 
relief and immoderate pleasure, and on all occasions, 
when I had an opportunity, I never failed to drink 
wine Obvious it is, however, that this* indulgence 
in wine would continue to strengthen my malady, for 
the tone of my stomach was apparently quite sunk, 
but, by a better regimen, it -might sooner, and, 
perhaps, effectually, have been restored 1 hope *-hat 
it was not fjoin this love of wine that I lingered m 
the neighbourhood of my Eton friends, I persuaded 
mjself tattle that it was from reluctance to ask Lord 
Desert, on whom I was conscious of having no 
sufficient claims, the particular service in quest ot 
which I had come to Eton 1 was, however, un¬ 
willing to lose my journey, and—I asked it Lord 
Desert, whose good-nature was unbounded, and which, 
in regard to myself, had been measured rather by his 
compassion, perhaps, for my rendition, aiH his know* 
ledge of my intimacy with several of his relatives, than 
by an over-rigorous inquiry into the extent of my own 
direct claims, faltered, nevertheless, at this ‘ request 
He acknowledged that he did not like to have any 
dealings with money-lenders, and feared lest such a 
transaction might come to the ears of his connections 
Moreover, he doubted whether hts signature, whose 
expectations w'ere so much more bounded ,than those 
of his cousin, would avail with my unchristian friends 
Still he did not wish, apparently, to mortify me by a 
refusal peremptory and absolute, for, after a little 
consideration, he promised, under^ cqrtain conditions, 
which he pointed out, to give* his security Lord 
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Desert was at this time not above eighteen years of 
age, but I have often doubted, on recollecting, since, 
the good sense and prudence which on this occasion 
he mingled with so much urbanity of manner (which 
in him wore the grace* of youthful sincerity), whether 
any statesman—the oldest and the most accomplished 
in diplomacy — could have acquitted himself better 
und^r the same circumstances 


Re-comforted by this promise, which was not quite 
equal to the best, but far above the worst that I had 
anticipated, I returned in a Windsor coach to London 
three days after I had quitted it And now I come to 
the end of my story The Jews did not approve of 
Lord Desert’s conditions, or so they said, whether they 
would in the end have acceded to them, and were only 
seeking time f of making further inquiries, I know not 
but many delays were made — time passed on — the 
Small* fragment of my baftk-note had just melted away, 
and before any conclusion could have been put to the 
business, I must have relapsed into my former state of 
wretchedness Suddenly, at this crisis, an opening was 
made, almost by accident, far reconciliation with my 
guardians I quitted London in haste, and returned to 
the Priory, after some time, I proceeded to Oxford and 
it was not until many months had passed away that I had 
it in my power again to revisit the ground which had 
become so interesting to me, and to this day remains so, 
as the chief scene of my youthful sufferings 

Meantime, what had become of Ann? Where was 


she? Whither -had she gone? According to our 
agreement, I sought' her daily, and waited for her every 
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night, so long as I staid in London, at the corner ot 
Titchfield Street, and during the last days of my stay 
m London I put into activity every means of tracing her 
that my knowledge of London suggested, anfl the limited 
extent of my power made posstble The street where 
■die had lodged I knew, but not the house, and I re¬ 
membered, at last, some account which she had given of 
ill-treatment from her landlord, which made it probable 
that she had quitted those lodgings before we parted 
She had few acquaintance, most people, besides, 
thought that the earnestness of my inquiries arose from 

■kj 

motives which moved their laughter or their slight 
regard, and others, thinking that I was m chase of a 
girl who had robbed me of some trifles, were naturally 
and excusably indisposed to give me any clue to her, if 
indeed they had any to give Finally, af my despairing 
resource, on the day I left London I put into the hands 
of the only person who (I was sure) must kiow Ariin by 
sight, from having been in company with us once or 


twice, an address to the Priory All was in vain To 
this hour I have never heard a syllable about her This 
amongst such troubles a^ most men meet with in this 


life, has been my heaviest affliction If she lived, 
doubtless we must have been sometimes in search of 


each other, at the very same moment, through the 
mighty labyrinths of London, perhaps even within a 
few feet of each other—a barrier no wider, in a London 
street, often amounting in the end to a separation for 
eternity! During some years I hoped that she did 
live, and I suppose that, in the literal and unrhetoncal 
use of the word myrtad, I must, od my different visits 
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to London, have looked into many myriads of female 
faces, m the hope of meeting Ann I should know her 
again amongst a thousand, and if seen but for a 
moment tlandsome she was not, but she had a sweet 
expression of countenance, and a peculiarly graceful 
carnage of the head I sought her, I have said, in 
hope go it was ior* years, but now I should fear to 
see •her, and her cough, which grieved me when I 
parted with her, is now my consolation Now I wish 
to see her no longer, but think of her, more gladly, as 
one long since laid in the grave—in the grave, I would 
hope, of a Magdalen, taken away before injuries and 
cruelty had blotLed out and transfigured her ingenuous 
nature, or the brutalities of ruffians had completed the 
ruin they had begun 

• - a • ■ • 

So then, Oxford Street, stony-hearted step-mother, 
fhou that lis«nest to the^jghs of orphans, and drmkest 
the tears of children, at length I was dismissed from 
thee 1 T. he time was come that I no more should pace 
in anguish thy never-ending terraces, no more should 
wake and dream m captivity, to the pangs of hunger 
Successors too many to inyseli and Ann have, doubtless, 
smee then trodden in our footsteps, inheritors of our 
calamities Other orphans than Ann have sighed; 
tears have.been shed by other children, and thou, 
Ovtord Street, hast since those days echoed to the 
groans of innumerable hearts For myself, however, 
the storm which I had outlived seemed to have been 
the pledge of a. lqng fair weather, the premature 
sufferings which I hJ.d paid down, to have been accepted 
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as a ransom for many years to come, as a price of long 
immunity from sorrow, and if again I walked m 
London, a solitary and contemplative man (as often¬ 
times I did), I walked for the most part in Serenity and 
peape of mind And, although it is true that the 
calamities of my novitiate in London had struck root so 
deeply in my bodily constitution, “that afterwards they 
shot up and flourished afresh, and grew into a noxious 
umbrage that has over-shadowed and darkened my 

I 

latter years, yet these second assaults of suffering were 
met with a fortitude more confirmed, with the resources 
of a maturer intellect, and with alleviations, how deepl 
from sympathising affection 

Thus, however, with whatsoever alleviations, years 
far asunder were bound together by subtle links ot 
suffering derived from a common rooj And herein 
I notice the short-sightedness of human desires—that 
oftentimes, on moonlight rights, during my p first 
mournful abode in London, my consolation , w r as (if 
such it could be thought) to gaze from Oxford Street 
up every avenue in succession which pierces north¬ 
wards through the heart f of Marylebone to the fields 
and the woods, for that , said I, travelling with my 
eyes up the long vistas which lay part in light and 
part in shade —“that is the road to* the north, and, 
therefore, to Grasmere'* (upon which, though as yet 
unknown to me, I had a presentiment that I should 
fix my choice for a residence), “and if I had the 
wings of a dove, that way I would fly for rest” 
Thus I said, and thus I wished my blindness, yet, 
even in that very northern region ft was, in that very 
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valley to which my erroneous wishes pointed, that this 
second birth of my sufferings began, and that they 
again threatened to besiege the citadel of life and 
hope There it was that for years I was persecuted 
by visions as ugly, apd by phantoms as ghastly, as 
ever haunted the couch of Orestes, and in this 
unhappier than he— that sleep, which comes to all as 
a respite and a restoration, and to him especially as a 
blessed balm for his wounded heart and his haunted 
brain, visited me as my bitterest scourge Thus*blind 
was I m my desires And yet, if a veil interposes 
between the dim-sightedness of man ^and his future 
calamities, the same veil hides from him their allevia¬ 
tions, and a grief which had not been feared, is met 
by consolations which had not been hoped I, therefore, 
who participated, as it were, in the troubles of Orestes 
(excepting only in his agitated conscience), participated 
•no less m a 1 ! his support'*, my Eumemdes, like his, were 
at my bed-feet, and stared in upon me through the 
curtains, but, watching by my pillow, or defrauding 
herself of sleep to bear me company through the heavy 
watches of the night, sat my Electra, for thou, belo\ed 

M-, clear companion of my later \ears, thou vast 

my Electra ! and neither in nobility of mind nor in long- 
suffering aOccbon wouldst permit that a Grecian sister 
should excel an English wife For thou thoughtest 
not much to stoop to humble offices of kindness, and 
to servile ministrations of tenderest affection, to wipe 
away for years the unwholesome dews upon the fore¬ 
head, or to refresh the lips when parched and baked 
with fever, nor e^en when thy own peaceful slumbers 
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had by long sympathy become infected with the 
spectacle of my dread contest with phantoms and 
shadowy enemies, that oftentimes bade me 41 sleep no 
more!"—not even then didst thou utter a complaint 
or any murmur, nor withdraw t,hy angelic smiles, nor 
shrink from thy service of love, more than Electra did 
of old For she, too, though she was a Grecian woman, 
and the daughter of the king of men,* yet wept some¬ 
times, and hid her face t in her robe 

But these troubles are past, and thou wilt read these 
records of a period so dolorous to us both as the legend 
of some hideous dream that can return no more Mean¬ 
time I am again in London, and again I pace the 
terraces of Oxford Street by night, and oftentimes— 
when I am oppressed by anxieties that demand all my 
philosophy and the comfort of thy presence to supp ort, 
and yet remember that I am separated from thee by 
three hundred miles and the i length of three dieary* 
months—I look up the streets that run northward from 
Oxford Street, upon moonlight nights, and recollect my 
youthful ejaculation of anguish, but then, remembering 

* Agamemnon— &ya{ ivdpQv 

t *OfLj±a 0«i* e/f vctXow The sch Mar will know that through¬ 
out this passage I refer to the early scenes of the Orestes —one 
of the most beautiful exhibitions of the uomestic affections 
which even the dramas of Euripides can furnish To the 
unlearned reader, it may be necessary to say that the situation 
at the opening of the drama is that of a bi other attended only 
by his sister during the demoniacal possession of a suffering 
conscience (or, in the mythology of the play, haunted by the 
Furies), under circumstances of immedia^r dauger from enemies, 
and of desertion or cold regard from nominal friends 
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that thou art sitting alone in that same valley, and mistress 
of that very house to which my heart turned in its 
blindness nineteen years ago, I think that, though blind 
indeed, and scattered to the winds of late, the prompt¬ 
ings of my heart ma^ yet have had reference to a 
remoter time, and may be justified if read in another 
meaning, and if I could allow myself to descend again 
to’•the impotent wishes ol childhood, 1 should again 
say to myself, as I look to tin north, “ Oh, that I had 
the wings of a ’dove l M and with how just a confidence 
in thy good and gracious nature might I add the other 
half of my early ejaculation—“ and th&t wav I would 

fly for comic.11" 



THE PLEASURES OF OPIUM. 

t 

Ir is very long since I first Jook opium, so long, 
that if it had been a trifling incident in my life, I 
might have forgotten its date but cardinal events 
are not to be toigotten, and, from circumstances fon- 
nected with it, I remember that this inauguration into 
the Use of opium must Le referred to the spring or to 
the autumn of 1804, during which seasons I was in 
London, having come thither for the first time since 
my entrance at Oxford And this event arose in the 
following way from an early age I had been 

accustomed to wash my head in cold water at least 
once a day, being suddenly seized with toothache, I 
attributed it to some relaxation caused by * casual 
intermission of that practice, jumped qut 01 -bed,» 
plunged my head into a basin of cold water, and 
with hair thus wetted went to sleep 1 he next 

morning, as I need hanlly say, I awoke v/itli ex 
cruc.i'ing rheumatic pains of the head and face, 

from winch I had hardly any respite for about twenty 
days On the twenty-first day I think it was, and on 
a Sunday, that I went out into the streets, rather to 
run away, if possible, from my torments, than wnh 

any distinct purpose of rtnet By accident, I met 
a college acquaintance, who recommended opium 
Opium i dread agent of unimaginable pleasure and 
pain! I had heard of it as I had heard of manna 
or oi ambrosia, but no further ' Kow unmeaning a 

/42 
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sound was opium at that time 1 what solemn chords 
does it now strike upon my heart 1 what heart-quaking 
vibrations of sad and happy remembrances * Reverting 
for a monvent to these, I feel a mystic importance 
attached to the minutest circumstances connected with 
the place, and the time, and the man (if man he 
was), that first laid open to me the paradise of opium- 
eaters It was a Sunday afternoon, wet and cheerless, 
and a duller spectacle this earth of ours has not to 
show than a rkiny Sunday in London My • road 
homewards la> through Oxford Street, and near “the 
stately* Pantheon” (as Mr Wordsworth* has obligingly 
called it) I saw a druggist’s shop Ihe druggist 
(unconscious minister of celestial pleasures t), as if in 
sympathy with the rainy Sunday, looked dull and 
stupid, just as any mortal druggist might be expected 
to look on a ra # my London Sunday, and when I asked 
fox the tincture of opujm, he gave it to me as any 
other man might do, and, furtheimore, out of my 
shilling relumed to me what seemed to be real copper 
halfpence, taken out of a real wooden drawer Never¬ 
theless, and 'notwithstanding all such indications of 
humanity, he has ever sinde figured in my mind as 
a beatific vision of arr* immortal druggist, sent down 
to earth on a fpecial mission to myself And it con¬ 
firms me m this way of considering him that, when I 
next came up to London, I sought him near the 

• “Stately” —It is but fair to say that Wordsworth meant 
to speak of the interior , which could very little be inferred from 
the mean, undistinguished outside, as seen presenting itself 
endways in Oxford Stre'eL 
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stately Pantheon, and found him not, and thus to me 
who knew not his name (if, indeed, he had one), he 
seemed rather to have vanished from Oxford Street 
than to have flitted into any other locality,* or (which 
some abominable man suggested) to have absconded 
from the rent The reader may choose to think of 
him as, possibly, no more than a sublunary druggist, 
it may be so, but my faith is better I believe turn 
to have evanesced * So unwillingly would I connect 
any mortal remembrancer with that hour, and place, 
and creature that first brought me acquainted with 
the celestial drug 

Aruved at my lodgings, it may be supposed that I 

lost not a moment in taking the quantity prescribed 

I was necessarily ignoiant of the whole art and 

mysteiy of opium-taking, and what I took I took 

under every disadvantage But I took ’it, and in an 

hour, O heavens I what a revulsion! what a rejsur-, 

1 * 

reclion, from its lowest depths, of the inner spirit I 
what an apocalypse of the world within mel I hat 
my pains had vanished was now a trifle in my eyes, 

* “Evanesced" —This way of going' off from the stage of 
life appears lo have been well known'm the seventeenth century, 
but at Lliat time to have bLen considered a peculiar privilege of 
royalty, and by no means open to the use of druggists For, 
about the yc ir 1GS6, a poet of rather ominous name (and who, 
apparently, did jusnee to lus name)—viz , Mr Flat-man —in 
speaking of the death of Charles II , expi esses his surprise 
that any pi nice should commit so vulgar an act as dying« 
because, says he, 

14 K ngs should disdain to die, and'only disappear, 11 
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this negative effect was swallowed up in the immensity 
of those positive effects which had opened before me, 
in the abyss of divine enjoyment thus suddenly re¬ 
vealed Here was a panacea, a <pdp/naicov for 

all human woes, her£ was the secret of happiness, 
about which philosophers had disputed for so many 
ages, at once discQvered, happiness might now be 
boi^ht for *a penny, and carried in the waistcoat- 
pocket, portable ecstasies might be had corked up m 
a pint-bottle, ahd peace of mind could be sent tlown 
by the mail 

And, first, one word with respect to its*bodily effects, 
for upon all that has been hitherto written on the 
subject of opium, whether by travellers in Turkey (who 
may plead their privilege of lying as an old immemorial 
right), or by professors of medicine writing ex cathedra^ 
I have but one emphatic criticism to pronounce— 
Nonsense I # I remember % once, in passing a book-stall, 
to have caught these words from a page of some satiric 
author— 11 By this time I became convinced that the 
London newspapers spoke truth at least twice a week— 
viz, on Tuesday and Saturday *—and might safely be 
depended upon for—the list* of bankrupts w In like 
manner, I do by no mean* deny that some truths have 
been delivered to the world in regard to opium thus, 
it has been repeatedly afliimed by the learned that 
opium is a tawny brown in colour—and this, take notice, 
I grant, secondly, that it is rather dear, which also 
I grant—for, in my time, East India opium has been 

• “ Tuesday and ^Saturday 9 —\iz , the two dajs on which 
the Gazelle is (or used'to'be) published* 
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three guineas a pound, and Turkey eight , and r thirdly, 
that, if you eat a good deal of it, most probably you 
must do what is disagreeable to any man of regular 
habits—viz, die * These weighty propositions are, all 
and singular, true, I cannot gaipsay them , and truth 
ever was, and will be, commendable But, in these 
three theorems, I believe we have exhausted the stock 
of knowledge as yet accumulated by man on the 
subject of opium And therefore, worthy doctors, as 
there u seems to be room for further discoveries, stand 
aside, and allow me to come forward and lecture on 
this matter L 

First, then, it is not so much affirmed as taken for 
granted by all who ever mention opium, formally or 
incidentally, that it does or can produce intoxication 
Now, reader, assure yourself, mco penculo , that no 
quantity of opium ever did, or could, intoxicate. As 
to the tincture of opium (commonly called f laudanvm) p . 
that might certainly intoxicate, if a man could bear to 


* Of this, however, the learned appear latterly *to 1 have 
doubted , for, in a pirated edition of Buchan s Domestic 
Medicine , which I once saw if* the hands of a farmer’s wife, 
who was studying* it for the benefit of her health, the doctor 
was made to caution his reriders against taking more than 
41 twenty-five ounces M of laudanum at one,dose The true 
reading had doubtless been twenty -five drops or minims, 
which in a gross equation is held equivalent to one grain of 
average opium , but opium itself — crude opium — vanes 
erormously in purity and strength , consequently the tincture 
prepared from it And most of the medical connoisseurs 
whom I have known boiled their opium, Bp afi to cleanse it 
from gross impurities 1 * 
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take enough of ltj but why? Because it contains so 
much proof spirits of wine, and not because it contains 
so much opium But crude opium, I affirm peremp¬ 
torily, 15 incapable of producing any state of body at 
all resembling that which is produced bv alcohol and 
not in degree only incapable, but even in kind, it is not 
in the Quantity of US effects merely, but m the quality, 
thdt it differs altogether The pleasure given by wine 
is always rapidly mounting, and tending to a crisis, 
after which as rapidly it declines, that from opium, when 
once generated, is stationary for eight or ten hours 
the first, to borrow a technical distinction from medicine, 
is a case of acute, the second of chronic, pleasure, the 
one is a fhekeung flame, the other a steady and equable 
glow But the mam distinction lies in this—that, 
whereas wine # disorders the mental faculties, opium, 
on the contrary (if taken in a proper manner), intio- 
'duefis amongst them thfc most exquisite order, legisla¬ 
tion, ffcud harmony Wine robs a man of his self- 
posses^ on, opium sustains and reinforces it Wme 
unsettles the judgment) and gives a preternatural 
brightness and a vivid exaltation to the contempts and 
the admirations, to the loves and the hatreds, of the 
drinker, opium, on the contrary, communicates serenity 
and eqiii L L>ise to all the faculties, active or passive, 
and, With *iespect to the tempei and moral feelings in 
general, it gives simply that sort of vital warmth 
which is approved by the judgment, and which would 
probably always accompany a bodily constitution of 
primeval or antedijuwan health Thus, for instance, 
opium, like wme, gives an expansion to the heart and 
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the benevolent affections, but, then, with this remark 
able difference, that, m the sudden development ol 
kind-heartedness which accompanies inebriation, there 
is always more or less of a maudlin and a transitory 
character, which exposes it ter the contempt of the 
bystander Men shake hands, swear eternal friend¬ 
ship, and shed tears—no mortal knows why, ^nd the 
animal nature is clearly uppermost But the expansion 
of the benigner feelings incident to opium is no febrile 
access no fugitive paroxysm, it is a healthy restora¬ 
tion to that state which the mind would naturally 
recovej upon the removal of any deep-seated irritation 
from pain that had disturbed and quarrelltd with the 
impulses of a heart originally just and good Irue it 
is, that even wme up to a certain point, and with 
certain men, rather tends to exalt and^ to steady the 
intellect, I myself, who have never been a great 
wine-drinker, used to find thtit half a drzen glasses 
of wine advantageously affected the faculties, brightened 
and intensified the consciousness, and gave to the 
mind a feeling of being “ ponjicnbus hbrata suis ”, and 
certainly it is most absurdly said, in popular language, 
of any man, that he is disguised in liquor, for, on the 
contrary, most men are disguised by sobriety, and 
exceedingly disguised, and it is when they are 
drinking that men display themselves in ■ their true 
complexion of character, which surely is not disguis¬ 
ing themselves But still, wine constantly leads a 
man to the brink of absurdity and extravagance, and, 
beyond a certain point, it is sure, to .volatilise and to 
disperse the intellectual energies, whereas opium 
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always seems to compose what had been agitated, 
and to concentrate what had been distracted In 
short, to sum up all in one word, a man who is in¬ 
ebriated, oi* tending to inebriation, is, and feds that 
he is, in a condition which calls up into supremacy 
the merely human, too often the brutal, part of his 
nature ^ but^ the opium-eater (I speak of him simply 
as Such, and asssume that he is in a noimal state of 
health) feels that the diviner part of his nature is 
paramount — this is, the moral affections are ’in a 
state of cloudless serenity, and high over all the 
great light of the majestic intellect 

This is the doctrine of the true church on the subject 
of opium of which church I acknowledge myself to be 
the Pope (consequently infallible), and self-appointed 
legate d latere to all degrees of latitude and longitude 
But then it is to be recollected that I speak from the 
ground of % large and •profound personal experience, 
whereas most of the unscientific * authors who have at 

* Amongst the great herd of travellers, etc , who show 
sufficiently by tJieir thoughtlessness that they never held any 
intercourse with opium, I must caution my readers specially 
against the brilliant author of Anastastus This gentleman, 
whose wit would lead one* to presume him an opium-eater, 
has made it impossible to consider him in that character, from 
the grievous misrepresentation which he has given of its effects 
at pages 215-217 of Vol 1 Upon consideration, it must appear 
such to the author himself, for, waiving the errors I have 
insisted on in the text, which (and others) are adopted in the 
fullest manner, he will himself admit that an old gentleman, 
“ with a snow-white beard/’ who eats 11 ample doses of opium/" 
and 19 yet able to^elw^r what is meant and received as very 
weighty counsel on the bad effects of that practice, 19 but an 
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ali treated of opium, and even of those who have written 
proiessionally on the materia medua 3 make it evident, by 
the horror they express of it, that their experimental 
knowledge of its action is none at all I Will, however^ 
candidly acknowledge that I have met with one person 
who bore evidence to its intoxicating power, such as 
staggered my own incredulity, for he was a surgeon, 
and had himself taken opium largely for a most 
miserable affection (past all hope of cure) seated in one 
particular organ This affection was a subtle inflamma 
tion, not acute, but chronic, and with this he fought 
for more (I believe) than twenty years, fought victon 
ously, if victory it were, to make life supportable for 
himself, and during all that time to maintain in re¬ 
spectability a wife and a family of children altogether 
dependent on him * I happened to say^to him, that his 

indifterent evidence that opium eiL^er kills people pi e maturely 
or sends them into a madhouse hut, for my pai t, I see into 
tins old gentleman and his motives the lact is,* he was 
enamoured of 11 the litLle goldt n receptacle of the pernicious 
drug”" which Anastasius earned 4 aboul him and Ao way of 
obtaining 1 it so sate and so feasible occurred as that of 
frigliltimig its owner out of his wits I his commentary throws 
a new light upon the case, and gnfiLly improves it as a story , 
for the old gentleman s speech, as a lecture on pharmacy, is 
absurd , but, considered as a hoax on Aftastasius, it reads 
exeellentlv , 

# This surgeon it was who first made me aware of the 
dangeious variability in opium as to strength under the shifting 
proportions of its combination With alien impurities. Naturally, 
as a man proiessionally alive to the danger of creating any 
artificial need of opium beyond what tjio anguish of his malady 
at any rate demanded, trembling every" hour on behalf of his 
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enemies (as I had heard) charged him with talking 
nonsense on politics, and that his friends apologised for 
him, by suggesting that he was constantly in a state of 
intoxication from opium Now, the accusation, said I, 
is not pnmd facte an -absurd one , but the defence is 
To my surprise, however, he insisted that both his 
enemies and his fnends were m the right “ I will 
maintain,” said he, "that I do talk nonsense, and, 

poor children, lest, by any indiscretion of his own, he should 
precipitate the crisis of his disoider, he saw the necessity of 
reducing* the daily dose to a minimum Dut to do this he 
must first obtain the means of measufing the quantities of 
opium , not the apparent quantities as determined by weighing, 
but the virtual quantities after allowing for the alloy or \aiymg 
amounts of impurity This, however, was a visionary problem 
To allow for it was simp]} impossible The problem, therefore, 
changed its character Not to measure the impurities was 
jthe object , for, whilst entangled with the operative and 
efficient parts of the opium, they could not be measured To 
separate and eliminate the impure (or inert) paits, this was 
now tjie object And this was effected finall} by a particular 
mode of*bo>ling the opium % That done, the residuum became 
equable in sti’ength , and the daily doses could be nicely 
adjusted About 18 grains formed his daily ration for many 
years This, upon the conmon hospiLal equation, expresses 
18 times 25 drops of laudanum But, since 25 is therefore 

18 times one quarter of a hundred is one quarLer of 1800, 
and that, k suppose, is 450 So much this surgeon averaged 
upon each day for about twenty years Then suddenly began 
a fiercer stage of the anguish from his disease But then, also, 
the fight was finished, and the victory was won All duties 
were fulfilled his children prosperously launched in life f and 
ieath, which to himself was becoming daily more necessary 
as a relief from torment, now fell injuriously upon nobody 
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secondly, I w ill maintain that I do not talk nonsense 
upon principle, or with any view to profit, but solely and 
simply,” said he — “solely and simply — solely and 
simply” (repeating it three times over) “because I am 
drunk with opium, and that daily ” I replied, that as 
to the allegation of his enemies, as it seemed to be 
established upon such respectable testimony,, seenyj that 
the three parties concerned all agreed so far, it did fiot 
become me to question it, but the defence set up I must 
demur to He proceeded to discuss the matter, and to 
lay down his reasons, but it seemed to me so impolite 
to pursue an argument which must have presumed a 
man mistaken in a point belonging to his own profession, 
that I did not press him, even when his course of 
argument seemed open to objection, not to mention 
that a man who talks nonsense, even though “with no 
view to profit,” is not altogether the most agreeable 
respondent m a dispute I confess, however that ‘the * 
authority of a surgeon, and one who was repi ted a 
good one, may seem a weighty one to my prejudice, 
but still I must plead my expedience, which was'greater 
than his greatest bv more € than seven thousand drops 
a da> , and though it was not possible to suppose 
a medical man unacquainted with the characteristic 
symptoms of vinous intoxication, yet it struck me that 
he might proceed on a logical error of using, the word 
intoxication with too careless a latitude, extending it 
gencncally to all modes of nervous excitement, instead 
of restricting it to one special quality of pleasurable 
elevation, distinguished by well-knoiyn .symptoms, and 
connected with tendencies not to be'evaded. Two of 
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these tendencies I will mention as diagnostic, or char¬ 
acteristic and inseparable marks of ordinary alcoholic 
intoxication, but which no excess in the use of opium 
ever develflps One is the loss of self-command, in 
relation to all one’s acts and purposes, which steals 
gradually (though with varying degrees of speed) over 
all persons indiscriminately when indulging in wine or 
distilled liquors beyond a certain limit. The tongue and 
other organs become unmanageable the intoxicated 
man speaks inarticulately, and, with regard to certain 
words, makes efforts ludicrously earnest, yet oftentimes 
unavailing, to utter them The eyes are bewildered, 
and see double, grasping too little, and too much 
Ihe hand aims awry The legs stumble, and lose their 
power of concurrent action To this result all people 
tend, though by varying rates of acceleration Secondly, 
as another characteristic, it may be noticed that, in 
'alcoholic intoxication, tte movement is always along a 
kind o^arch, the drinker rises through continual ascents 
to a summit or apt jc, from which he descends through 
correspdnding steps of declension There is a crowning 
point in the* movement upwards, which once attained 
cannot be renewed and it is the blind, unconscious, 
but always unsuccessful* effort of the obstinate di inker 
to restore this* supreme altitude of enjoyment which 
tempts him into excesses that become dangerous After 
reaching this acme of genial pleasure, it is a mere 
necessity of the case to smk through corresponding 
stages of collapse Some people have maintained, in 
my hearing, thaj; they had been drunk upon green tea; 
and a medical stildent in London, for whose knowledge 
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in his profession I have reason to feel great respect, 
assured me, the other day, that a patient, in recover¬ 
ing from an illness, had got drunk on a beef-steak 
All turns, in fact, upon a rigorous definition of 
intoxication 9 

Having dwelt so much on this first and leading error 
m respect to opium, I shall notice briefly a secon^l and a 
third, which are, that the elevation of spirits prodded 
by opium is necessarily followed by a proportionate 
depression, and that the natural and even immediate 
consequence of opium is torpor and stagnation, animal 
as well as meiltal The first of these errors I shall 
content myself with simply denying, assuring my reader, 
that for ten years during which I took opium, not 
regularly, but mtermittingly, the day succeeding to that 
on which I allowed myself this luxury # was always a 
day of unusually good spirits 

With respect to the torpor supposed to follow, or nfther* 
(if we were to credit the numerous pictures of iTurkisn 
opium-eaters) to accompany, the practice of o^ium- 
eating [ deny that also Ce/tainly, opium is* classed 
under the head of narcotjcs, and some such effect it 
may produce in the end, but the primary effects of 
opium are always, and in the highest degree, to excite 
and stimulate the system This first stage of its action 
always lasted with me, during my novitiate, fcr upwards 
of eight hours, so that it must be the fault of the 
opium-eater himself, if he does not so time his exhibition 
of the dose, as that the whole weight of its narcotic 
influence may descend upon his sleqp r Turkish opium- 
eaters, it seems, are absurd enough tb sit, like so many 
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equestrian statues, on logs of wood as stupid as them¬ 
selves But, that the reader may judge of the degree 
in which opium is likely to stupet) the faculties of an 
Englishman^ I shall (by way of treating the question 
illustratively, rather th^n argumentatively) describe the 
way in which I myself often passed an opium evening 
in London during the penol between 1804 and 1812 
It ,f ill be seen, that at least opium did not move me 
to seek solitude, and much less to seek in'ictiwty, or 
the torpid state 'of self-involution ascribed to the Turks 
I give this account at tne risk of being pronounced a 
crazy enthusiast or visionary j but I regard that little 
1 must desire my reader to bear in mind that I was 
a hard student, and at severe studies for all the rest 
of my tim^, and certainly I had a right occasionally 
to relaxations as well as other people 

The late Duke of Norfolk* used to say, “Next 
Monday, wijd and weatl^er permitting, I purpose to be 
drunk,* and in like manner I used to fix beforehand 
how often within a given time, when, and with what 
accessory circumstances of festal jov, I would (ommit 

1 “ Tnc uUe Duke of Norfolk ’** —M\ authority was the late 
Sir George Beiumonl, an *>ld familiir acquaintance of the 
duke's But such expressions are always liable to grievous mis¬ 
application By 4, *the late duke Sir George meant that duke 
once so welj known to the nation as the partisan fncnd ol 
Fox, Burke, Sheridan, etc , at the era of the gieat French 
Revolution in 1789-93 Since hts time, I believe there have 
been three generations of ducal Howards—who are always 
interesting to the English nation, first, from the bloody histone 
traditions surrounding, their great house , secondly, fiom the 
fact of their being at die head of the British Peerage. 
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a debauch of opium This was seldom more than 
once in three weeks, for at that time I could not have 
ventured to call every day (as afterwards I did) for 44 a 
glass of laudanum negus , warm, and without sttgar ” No , 
once in three weeks sufficed, antj, the time selected was 
either a Tuesday or a Saturday night, my reason foi 
which was this —Tuesday and Saturday were for many 
years the regular nights of performance at the King's 
Theatre (or Opera House) , and there it was in those 
times* that Grassim sang, and her voice (the richest ot 
contraltos ) was delightful to me beyond all that I had 
ever heard Yes, or have since heard, or ever shall 
hear I know not what may be the state of the opera- 
house now, having never been within its walls for seven 
or eight years, but at that tune it was by much the 
most pleasant place of resort m London^ for passing an 
evening * Half a guinea admitted you to the pit, under 
the troublesome condition, however, of beujg on grand* 
tenuc But to the gallery five shillings admitted you, 
and that gallery was subject to far less annoyance than 
the pit of most theatres The orchestra was distinguished 
by its sweet and melodious grandeur frohn all English 
orchestras, the composition of which, I confess, is not 
acceptable to my ear, from the predominance of the 
clangorous instruments, and in some instances from the 

* 1 trust that my reader has not been so inattentive to the 
windings of my narrative as to fancy me speaking here of 
the Brown-Brunell and Pyment period Naturally I had no 
money disposable at that period for the opera. I am speaking 
here of years stretching tar beyond a ihows boyish scenes— 
interludes in my Oxford life, or long after Oxford. 
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tyranny of the violin Thrilling was the pleasure with 
which almost always I heard this angelic Grass im 
Shivering with expectation I sat, when the time drew 
near for her golden epiphany , shivering I rose from 
my seat, incapable rest, when that heavenly and 
harp-like voice sang its own victorious welcome in its 
prelusive threttanelo-^-tlu ctt&nelo * (eptTTdvt\u—dperrdviKui) 
Ih'j ih'o uses were divine to hear, and, when Grassmi * 
appeared in some interlude, as she often did, and poured 
forth her passionate soul as Andromache at the'tomb 
of Hector, etc, I question whether any Turk, of all 
that ever enteied the paradise of opium-eaters, can 
have had half the pleasure I had But, indeed, I honour 

* 11 Threttdnelo — threttdnelo" —The beautdul representative 
echo by wliu 'i \nstoplianes expresses the sound of the Grecian 
phonnmxj or o r * some other mstiumcut, which conjccturally 
Iits been shown 11 ost to resc mhle our modem Lmopean hirp 
"In tfle case *#f ancient IleLfreiv instruments used in the temple 
service, ^random and idle must be all the guesses through the 
Greek Septuagint or the Latin Vulj-ite to iden' ly an) one ot 
them 1 IJut as to G11.c1.1n instruments the ctsc is diftert 11 
always ilicie y> a icniolc di ince ol digging up some marble 
sculpture of onJ'estra.1 appm ten uices and propci tics. 

f Yet all 111 change this same Gr issini, whom once 
I adored, altciwirds, when ported with English gold, went 
oft* to Pan® , and,when I heard on what terms she lived with 
a man so iinmagnammous as Napoleon, I came to hate her 
Did I complain of any man s hating England, 01 teaching a 
woman to hate her benefactress ? Not at all, but simply of 
his adopting at second-hand the malice of a jealous nation, 
with which 01 igmallj he could have had no sincere sympathy 
Hate us, if you please , but not sycophantishly, by way ot 
paying court to olhera 
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the barbarians too much by supposing them capable 
of any pleasures approaching to the intellectual ones 
of an Englishman For music is an intellectual or a 
sensual pleasure, according to the temperament of him 
who hears it And, by the bye # with the exception ot 
the fine extravaganza on that subject in Twelfth Night 
I do not recollect more than one tlpng said adequately 
on the subject of music in all Lteiature It'is a passage 
in the Rdigio Medici * of Sir T Browne, and though 
chieflj remarkable for its sublimity, has also a ] hilos- 
ophic value, inasmuch as it points to the true theory 
of musical 1 [Tects The mistake of most people is, to 
suppose that it is by the ear they communicate with 
music, and therefore that they are purely passive as to 
its effects But this is not so , it is by the rca( tion of 
the mind upon the notices of the ear (the matter < ornmg 
by the senses, the form from the mind) thS-t the pleasure 
is constructed, and therefore itjs that people of equally, 
good ear differ so much in this point from one another 
Now opium, by greatly increasing the actmty of the 
mind, generally increases, of necessity, ih it particular 
mode of its activity by which *we are able to construct 
out of the raw material of organic sound an elaborate 
intellectual pleasure But, sayi, a friend, a succession 
of musical sounds is to me like a collection of Arabic 
characters I can attach no ideas to them Ideas ’ 
my dear friend 1 there is no occasion for "them, all 

# I have not the book at this moment to consult , but I 
think the passage begins, 41 And even that tavern music, 
which makes one man meiry, another mad^ in me strikes a 
deep fit of devotion, 1 efe 1 a 
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that class of ideas which can be available in such a 
case has a language of representative feelings But 
this is a subject foreign to my present purposes, it is 
sufficient to say that a chorus, etc, of elaborate harmony 
displayed before me, ^s in a piece of arras-work, the 
whole of my past life—not as if recalled by an act of 
memory, but as if present and incarnated in the music, 
no 'longer painful to dwell upon, but the detail of us 
incidents removed, or blended in some hazy abstraction, 
and its passions exalted, spiritualised, and sublimed 
All this was to be had for five shillings—that being 
the price of admission to the gallery, or, if a man 
preferred the high bred society of the pit, even this 
might be had for half a guinea , or, in fact, for half-a- 
crown les c , by purchasing beforehand a ticket at the 
music shops And over and above the music of the 
stage and the orchestra, I had all around me, in the 
’intervals of* the performance, the music of the Italian 
language talked by Italian women—for the gallery was 
usually crowded with Italians—and I listened with a 
pleasure such as that vyhich Weld, the traveller, lay 
and listened, 4 in Canada, to the sweet laughter of Indian 
women, for the less you understand of a language, the 
more sensible you are to the melody or harshness of 
its sounds For such a purpose, therefore, it was an 
advantage, to me that in those days I was a poor Italian 
scholar, reading it but little, and not speaking it at 
all, nor understanding a tenth part of what I heard 
spoken 

These were my opera pleasures, but another pleasure 
I had, which, as it could be had only on a Saturday 
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night, occasionally struggled with my love of the 
opera, for, in those years, Tuesday and Saturday were 
the regular opera nights On this subject I am afraid 
I shall be rather obscure, but, I can assure *the readtr, 
not at all more so than Marinus,m his Life of Proclus 9 
or many other biographers and autobiographers of fair 
reputation This pleasure, I have caid, was to be had 
only on a Saturday night What, then, was Saturday 
night to me more than any other night? I had no 
labouls that I rested from, no wages to receive, what 
needed I to care for Saturday night, more than as it 
was a summons to hear Grassim? True, most logical 
reader, what thou sayest is, and ever will be, un¬ 
answerable And yet so it was, that, whereas different 
men throw their feelings into different channels, and 
most men are apt to show their interest in the concerns 
of the poor chiefly by sympathy with their distresses 
and sorrows, I at that time was disposed, to express 1 
mine by sympathising with their pleasures Thp pains 
of poverty I had lately seen too much of—more than 
I wished to remember, but the pleasures of the poor, 
their hopes, their consolations of spirit, ahd thur Test¬ 
ings from toil, can never become oppressive to con¬ 
template Now, Saturday nig'ht is the season for the 
chief regular and periodic return of rest to the poor, 
and to all that live by bodily labour, in this, point the 
most hostile sects unite, and acknowledge a common 
link of brotherhood almost all Christendom rests from 
its labours It is a rest introductory to another rest, 
and divided by a whole day and two nights from the 
renewal of toil On this account T ■ feel always, on a 
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Saturday night, as though 1 also were released from 
some yoke of bondage, had some wages to receive, and 
some luxury of repose to enjoy For the sake, there 
fore, of witnessing, upon as large a scale as possible, a 
spectacle with which my sympathy was so entire, 1 
used often, on Saturday nights, after I had taken opium 
to wander forth, without much regarding the direction 
or che distance, to all the markets, and other parts oJ 
London, whither the poor resort on a Saturday night, 
for laying out their wages Many a family party, 
consisting of a man, his wife, and sometimes one or 
two of their children, have I listened to, as they stoovi 
consulting on their ways and means, or the strength 
of their exchequer, or the price of household articles 
Gradually I became familiar with their wishes, their 
difficulties, and their opinions Sometimes there might 
be heard murmurs of discontent, but far oftener ex¬ 
pressions oi\ the countenance, or uttered in words, of 
patience' of hope, and of reconciliation to their lot 
Generally speaking, the impression left upon my mind 
was, that the poor are , practically more philosophic 
than the rich /that they show^a more ready and cheerful 
submission to what they consider as irremediable evils 
or irreparable losses Whenever I saw occasion, or 
could do it without appearing to be intrusive, I joined 
their parties, and gave my opinion upon the matter in 
discussion, which, if not always judicious, was always 
received indulgently If wages were a little higher, or 
were expected to be so—if the quartern loaf were a 
little lower, or it, was reported that onions and butter 
[ T were falling, I was glad, yet, if the contrary were true, 
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I drew from opium some means of consolation Foi 
opium (like the bee f that extracts its material* indis¬ 
criminately from roses and from the soot* of chimneys) 
can overrule all feelings into a compliance with the 
master-kej Some of these roubles led me to great 
distant ts for an opium-eater is too happy to observe 
the motion of time And sometimes, in my attempts 
to steer homewards, upon nautical principles, by filing 
my e>e on the pole-star, and seeking ambitiously for a 
north-west passage, instead of circumnavigating all the 
capes and head lands I had doubled in my outward 
voyage, I came suddenly upon such knotty problems 
of alleys, alleys without soundings, such enigmatical 
entries, and such sphinx's riddles of streets without 
obvious outlets or thoroughfares, as must baffle the 
audacity of porters, and confound the intellects of 
hackney coachmen I could almost have believed, at 
times, that I must be the inst discoverer of some of 
these terra incognita , and doubted whether (hey had 
yet been laid down in the modern charts of London 
Positively, in one line of communication to ther south of 
Holborn, for foot passengers (known, I doubt not, to 
many of my London readers), the road lay through a 

* il Soot ’ —In the large cap lcious chimneys of the rustic 
cottages throughout the Lake district, y6u can see up the 
entire cavity from the seat which you occupy, as,an honoured 
visitor, in the chimney corner There I used often to hear 
(though not to set) bees Their murmuring was audible, 
though Lheir bodily foims were too small to be visible ar 
that altitude On inquiry, I found that soot (chiefly from 
wood and peats) was useful in some =»ta£e of their wax or 
honey manufacture 
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man's kitchen, and, as it was a small kitchen, you 
needed to steer cautiously, or else you might tun foul 
of the dripping-pan For all this, however, I paid a 
heavy price in distant years, when the human face 
tyrannised over my dreams, and the perplexities of my 
steps in London came back and haunted my sleep, with 
the feeling of perplexities, moral or intellectual, that 
brcAight confusion to the reason, that brought anguish 
and remorse to the conscience 

Thus I have shown, or tried to show, that opium does 
not of necessity produce inactivity or torpor , but that, on 
the contrary, it often led me into markets and theatres 
Yet, in candour, I will admit that markets and theatres 
are not the appropriate haunts of the opium-eater, when in 
the divmest state incident to his enjoyment In that state, 
crowds become an oppression to him, music, even, too 
sensual and gross He naturally seeks solitude and 
Siletfte, as indispensable Conditions of those trances, or 
profourdest reveries, which are the crown and con¬ 
summation of what opium can do for human nature I, 
whose disease it was to meditate too much and to observe 
too little, and who, upon my Qrst entrance at college, was 
nearly falling into a dcep^melancholy, from brooding too 
much on the sufferings which I had witnessed in 
London, w r as sufficiently aware of these tendencies in 
my own thoughts to do all I could to counteract them 
I was, indeed, like a person, who, according to the old 
Pagan legend, had entered the cave of Trophonius, and 
the remedies I sought were to force myself into society, 
and to keep my understanding in continual activity upon 
subtleties of philosophic speculation. But for these 
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remedies, I should certainly have become hypo- 
chondriacally melancholy In after years, however, when 
my cheerfulness was more fully re-established, I yielded 
to my natural inclination for a solitary life At that 
time I often fell into such reveries after taking opium, 
and many a time it has happened to me on a summer 
night—when I have been seated 2t an open window, 
from which I could overlook the sea at a mile below <me, 
and could at the same time command a view of some 
great town standing on a different radius of my circular 
prospect, but at nearly the same distance—that from 
sunset to sunrise, all through the hours of night, I have 
continued [motionless, as if frozen, without consciousness 
of myself as of an object anywise distinct from the 
multiform scene which I contemplated from above 
Such a scene in all its elements was not unfrequently 
realised for me on the gentle eminence of Evertqn 
Obliquely to the left lay the <many-languaged town of 
Liverpool, obliquely to the right, the multitudinous sea 
The scene itself was somewhat typical of what took place 
in such a reverie. The towi^ of Liverpool represented 
the earth, with its sorrows and its graves left behind, 
yet not out of sight, nor wholly forgotten The ocean, 
m everlasting but gentle agitation, yet brooded over by 
dove-like calm, might not unfitly typify the mind, and 
the mood which then swayed it For it seamed to me 
as if then first I stood at a distance aloof from the 
uproar of life, as if the tumult, the fever, and the strife, 
were suspended, a respite were granted from the secret 
burdens of the heart, some sabbath t of repose, some 
resting from human labours tie re were the hopes 
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which blossom in the paths of life, reconciled with the 
peace which is in the grave , motions of the intellect as 
unwearied as the heavens, yet for all anxieties a halcyon 
calm , tranquillity that seemed no product of inertia, but 
as if resulting from mighty and equal antagonisms, 
infinite activities, infinite repose 

O ju^t, subtle, and all-conquering opium 1 that, to the 
leJtts of rich and poor alike, for the wounds that will 
never heal, and for the pangs of grief that “temnt the 
spirit to rebel," bnngest an assuaging balm,—eloquent 
opium I that with thy potent rhetoric stealest away the 
purposes of wrath, pleadest effectually for relenting pity, 
and through one night's heavenly sleep callest back to 
the guilty man the visions of his infancy, and hands 
washed pure from blood,—O just and righteous opium/ 
that to the cjiancery of dreams summonest, for the 
tpumphs of despairing innocence, false witnesses, and 
tonfbumlesfc perjury, and dost reverse the sentences of 
unright^>us judges,—thou buildest upon the bosom of 
darkness, out of the fantastic imagery of the brain, cities 
and temples, beyond the art of Phidias and Praxiteles— 
beyond the splendours of Babylon and Hekatdmpylos, * 
and, 44 from the anarchy of dreaming sleep," callest into 
sunny light the faces of long-buried beauties, and the 
blessed household countenances, cleansed from the 
44 dishonours of the grave ” Thou only givest these gifts 


* % r. the hundred-gated (from frarrfr, hekaton , a hundred, and 
pykt a g^te). This epithet of hundred-gated was applied 
to the Egyptian Thebes in contradistinction to the Irra’rvXoi 
( heptdpylos , or sdvengpted) which designated the Grecian 
Thebes, within one day's journey of Athens. 
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to man, and thou hast the keys of Paradise, O just, 
subtle, and mighty opium I 

• • • 

Courteous, and I hope indulgent reader, having 
accompanied me thus far, now < let me request you to 
move onwards for about eight years , that is to say, from 
1804 (when I said that my acquaintance with opium 
began) to 1812 The years of academic life are now 
over and goiu —almost forgotten , the student’s cap no 
longer presses my temples, if my cap exists at all, it 
presses those of some youthful scholar, I trust, as happy 
as myself, and as passionate a lover of knowledge My 
gown is, by this time, I dare to say, in the same 
condition with many thousands of excellent books in 
the Bodleian—\iz , diligently perused by certain studious 
moths and worms, or departed, howeve r (which is all 
that I know of its fate), to that great reservoir of som ,- 
where, to which all the tea-ci/ps, tea-caddie, tea-pots* 
tea-kettles, etc, have departed, which occasional re¬ 
semblances in the present generation of tea-( ups, etc, 
remind me of having once ^possessed, but of whose 
departure and final fate I, m common with most gowns¬ 
men of either university, could give but an obscure and 
conjectural history The persecutions of the chapel bell, 
sounding its unwelcome summons to rfiatms, interrupts 
my slumbers no longer, the porter who rang 'it is dead, 
and has ceased to disturb anybody , and I, with many 
others who suffered much from his tmtinnabulous pro¬ 
pensities, have now agreed to overlook his errors, and 
have forgiven him Even with tl^e, bell I am now m 
chanty, it rings, I suppose, as formerly, thrice a day, 
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and cruelly annoys, I doubt not, many worthy gentle 
men, and disturbs their peace of mind, but, as to me, 
m this year 1812, I rtgard its treacherous voice no longer 
(treacherous, I call it, for, by some refinement of malice, 
it spoke in as sweet ai*J silvery tones as if it had been 
inviting one to a party), its tones have no longer, 
indeed,power to reaMi me, let the wmd sit as favouiablj- 
as the malice of the bell itself could wish , for I am two 
hundred and fifty miles away from it, and buried in the 
d^j)th of mountains 

And what am I doing amongst the mountains ? 
taking opium Ves, but wlul Use? Why, reader, 
\u 1812, the year we art now aruved at, as well as 
for some years previous, I have been chitfly studying 
German metaphysics, in the writings of lLant, Fichte, 
Schelling, etc | Arid how, and in what manner, do 
1/live? m short, what class or description of men do 
i bdlon^t^? 1 am a*? this period—viz , in 1812— 
living 1/ a cottage, and with a single female servant 
(botii soit qui mal y pense) l who, amongst my neighbours, 
passes tfy the name of my u housekeeper ” And, as a 
scholar and a man of learned, education, I may presume 
to class myself as an unworthy member of that indefinite 
body called gentlemen Partly on the ground I have 
assigned—parti) because, from having no visible calling 
or business* it is rightly judged that I must be living on 
my private fortune—I am so classed by my neighbours, 
and, by the courtesy of modern England, I am usually 
addressed on letters, etc, Esquire , though having, I 
fear, in the rigorous construction of heralds, antique or 
antic, dressed like the knaves of spades or diamonds, 



a68 


CONFESSIONS OF 


but slender pretensions to that distinguished honour— 
yes f in popular estimation, I am X Y Z , Esquire, but 
not Justice of the Peace, nor Custos Rotulorum Am 
I married? Not yet And I still take opium? On 
Saturday nights And, perhaps, «have taken it unblush- 
mgly ever since f< the rainy Sunday/ 1 and 14 the stately 
Pantheon/* and “the beatific druggist n of 1804? Even 
so And how do I find my health after all this oprtim- 
eatin^? in short, how do I do? Why, pretty well, I 
thank you, reader In fact, if I dared to say the real 
and simple truth (though, in order to satisfy the theories 
of some medical men, I ought to be ill), I was never 
better m my life than in the spring of 1812, and I 
hope sincerely, that the quantity of claret, port, or 
“ London particular Madeira,” which, in all probability, 
you, good reader, have taken, and design to take, for 
every term of eight years during your natural life, mry 
as little disorder your health as? mine was d^c^derell b* 
all the opium I had taken (though in quantVly such 
that I might well have bathed and swum in it) for the 
eight years between 1804 antf 1812 Hence you may 
see again the danger of, taking any medical advice 
from Anastasius j * in divinity, for anything I know, he 

• 11 Anastasius" —The reader of this generation will marvel 
at these repeated references to Anastasths it is now an 
almost forgotten (book, so vast has been the deluge of novel- 
writing talent f really original and powerful, which has over¬ 
flowed our literature during the lapse of thirty-five years from 
the publication of these Confessions. Anastasius was written 
by the famous and opulent Mr Hope, and was in 1821 a 
book both of high reputation and of grt at influence amongst 
the leading circles of society. 
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may be a safe counsellor, but not in medicine No, 
it is far better to consult Dr Buchan, as I did, for 
I never foigot that worthy man’s excellent suggestion, 
and I was u particularly careful not to take above five- 
and-twenty ounces of laudanum ” To this moderation 
and temperate use of the article I may ascribe it, 
I suppose, that as yet at least (that is, in 1812) I am 
ignorant and unsuspicious of the avenging terrors which 
opium has m stqre for those who abuse its long-suffvring 
At the same time, as yet I had been only a dilettante 
eater of opium, even eight years’ practice, with the 
single precaution of allowing sufficient intervals between 
every indulgence, has not been sufficient to make 
opium necessary to me as an article of daily diet 
But now comes a different era Move on, then, if you 
please, reader, o to 1813 In the summer of the year 
have just quitted, I had suffered much m bodily 
^ealtti distress of mind connected with a mcun 

choly efent This event, being nowise related to the 
subject now before me, further than through the bodily 
illness which jt produced,* I need not more particulaily 
notice Whether this illness^of 1812 had any share in 
that of 1813, ] know not, but so it was, that, m the 
latter year, I was attacked by a most appalling irrita¬ 
tion of the stomach, in all respects the same as that 
which had* caused me so much suffering in youth, and 
accompanied by a revival of all the old dreams Now, 
then, it was—viz, m the year 1813—that 1 became a 
regular and confirmed (no longer an intermitting) opium 
eater And here* myself in a perplexing dilemma 

Either, on the one hand, I must exhaust the reader’s 
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patience by such a detail of my malady, and of my 
struggles with it, as might suffice to establish the fact 
of my inability to wrestle any longer with irritation and 
constant suffering, or, on the other hand, by passing 
lightly over this critical part r of my story, I must 
forgo the bent (it of a stronger impression left on the 
mind of the readtr, and must lay myself open« to the 
misconstruction of having slipped by the easy and 
gradual steps of self indulging persons, from the first to 
the final stage of oj mm-cating (a misconstruction to 
which there will be lurking predisposition in most 
readers, from my previous acknowledgments) This 
is the dilemma, the first horn of which is not to be 
thought of It remains, then, that I postulate so much 
as is necessary for my purpose And let me take 
as lull credit for this as if I had demonstrated it, 
good reader, at the expense of your patience ahd 

1 i • r*- ^ 

my own Be not so ungenerous as to let 'ne suffer 
in your good opinion through my own forbearance 
and regard for your comfort No, believe all that 
I ask of you—viz, that I ‘fcould resist no longer— 
believe it liberally, and ns an act of grace, or else 
in mere prudence, for, if not,* then in my next edition 
I will make you believe and tremble, and, d force 
d f ennuyer % by mere dint of pandiculation, vulgarly called 
yawning, I will terrify all readers of mine' from ever 
again questioning any postulate that I shall think 
fit to make 

This, then, let me repeat I postulate that, at the 
time 1 began to take opium daily, I could not have 
done otherwise Whether, indeed, afterwards II might 
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not have succeeded in breaking off the habit, even 
when it seemed to me that all efforts would be unavail¬ 
ing, and whether many of the innumerable efforts which 
I did make might not have been carried much further, 
and my gradual re-c#)nquests of lost ground might 
not have been followed up much more energetically 
—thest are .questions which I must decline Perhaps 
I might make out a case of palliation, but (shall I 
speak ingenuoqsly?) I confess it, as a besetting in¬ 
firmity of mine, that I am too much of an Eudsemonist, 
I hanker too much after a state of happiness, both 
for myself and others, I cannot face misery, whether 
my own or not, with an eye of sufficient firmness, 
and am little capable of encountering present pain 
for the sake of any reversionary benefit On some 
other matters, J can a^ree with the gentlemen of The 
Pbrch * at Manchester in affecting the Stoic philosophy, 
but *not^hi"this Here f take the liberty of an Eclectic 
philosopher, and I look out for some courteous and 
considerate sect that will condescend more to the 
infirm condition of an opium-eater, that are pleasant 
men and courteous, such «as Chaucer describes, to 
hear confession or to gpve absolution, and will show 
some conscience in the penances they inflict, or the 

• A handsome news-room, of which I was very courteously 
made free, in passing through Manchester, by several gentle¬ 
men of that place, is called either The Porch or The Portw, 
which in Greek 19 the Stoa, from which I, a stranger in 
Manchester, inferred that the subscribers meant to profess 
themselves Stoics" followers of Zeno But I have been 
since assured that this is a mistake. 
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efforts of abstinence they exact from poor sinners like 
myself An inhuman moralist I can no more endure, 
in my nervous state, than opium that has not been 
boiled At any rate, he who summons me to send out 
a large freight of self-denial atid mortification upon 
any cruising voyage of moral improvement, must 
make it clear to my understanding that the concern 
is a hopeful one At my time of life (six-and-thmty 
)ears of age •), it cannot be supposed that I have 
much energy to spare, in fact, I find it all little 
enough for the intellectual labours I have on 
my hands, and, therefore, let no man expect to 
frighten me, by a few hard words, into embarking 
any part of it upon desperate adventures of 

morality 

Desperate or not, however, the issue pf the struggle 
in 1813 was what I have mentioned, and from thV> 

date the reader is to considef me as a ivg^lar and 

confirmed opium-eater, of whom to ask whether on 
any particular day he had or had not taken opium, 
would be to ask whether his lungs had performed 

respiration, or the heart fcilfilled its functions Now, 
then, reader, you understand w t hat I am, and you are 
by this time aware, that no old gentleman, “ with a 
snow-white beard,” will have any chancfe of persuading 
me (like Anaslasius) to surrender u the little golden 
receptacle of the pernicious drug” No, I give notice 
to all, whether moralists or surgeons, that, whatever be 
their pretensions and skill in their respective lines of 
practice, they must not hope for apy countenance from 

a 

* This was written at the time of original publication 
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mc f if they think to begin by any savage proposition 
for a Lent or Ramadan of abstinence from opium This 
being fully^ understood between us, we shall in future 
sail before the wind, now, then, reader, from the year 
1813, where all this fcme we hA/e been sitting down 
and loitering, rise up, if you please, walk forward about 
three years jnore, tlraw up the curtain, and you shall 
see # me in a new character 


If any man, poor or rich, were to say that he would 
tell us what had been the happiest day in his life, and 
the why and the wherefore, I suppose that we should 
all cry out, Hear him 1 hear him ! As to the happiest 
day, that must be very difficult for any wise man to 
assign, because any event that could occupy so 
distinguished a place in a man’s retrospect of life, 
or be entitled, to have shed a special, separate, and 


^Apreme felicity on any one day, ought to be of such 
an 'endptfiag character, 9 as that (accidents apart) it 
should wnive continued to shed the same felicity, or one 


not distinguishably less, on very many years together 
To the* happiest lustrrvn, however, of even to the 
happiest year, a man may perhaps allowably point 
without discountenance^ from wisdom This year, in 
my case, reader, was the one which we have now 
reached, though it stood, I confess, as a parenthesis 
between years of a gloomier character It was a year 
of brilliant water (to speak after the manner of jewellers^ 
set, as it were, and insulated, in the gloomy umbrage 
of opium Strange as it may sound, 1 had a little 
before this tim* descended suddenly, and without any 
considerable effort, from three hundred and twenty 
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grains of opium (that is y eight * thousand drops of 
laudanum) per day, to forty grains, or one-eighth part 
Instantaneously, and as if by magic, the cloud of 
profoundest melancholy which rested upon my brain, 
like some black vapours that I' have seen roll away 
from the summit of a mountain, drew off m one week; 
passed away with its murky banners as simultaneously 
as a ship that has been stranded, and is floated off 1 by 
a spring-tide, 

That moveth altogether, if it move at all. 

Now, then, I was again happy I now took only 
one thousand drops of laudanum per day—and what 
was that? A latter spring had come to close up the 
season of youth My brain performed its functions as 
healthily as ever before I read Kant again, and 
again I understood him, or fancied that i did Agayi 
my feelings of pleasure expanded themselves tOi aliv 
around me, and, if any man from Oxford or Cartridge, 
or from neither, had been announced to me in my 

i 

* I here reckon twenty-five drops, of laudanum as equivalent 
to one gram of opium, which, I believe, is the common 
estimate However, as both may be considered variable 
quantities (the crude opium varying much in strength, and 
the tincture still more), I suppose that no infinitesimal accuracy 
can be had in such a calculation Tea-spoons vary as much 
in size as opium in strength Small ones hold * about one 
hundred drops a so thaL eight thousand drops, which obviously 
read into eighty hundred drops, fill a small tea-spoon eighty 
times. But large modern tea-spoons hold very much more 
Some even approach in their capacity to dessert-spoons The 
reader sees how ouch I kept within Di ( Buchan's indulgent 
allows noe. 
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unpretending cottage, I should have welcomed him 
with as sumptuous a reception as so poor a man could 
offer Whatever else might be wanting to a wise 
man’s happiness, of laudanum I would have given 
him as much as he wished, and in a silver-gilt, if not 
golden, cup And, by the way, now that 1 speak of 
giving tlaudajium away, I remember about this time a 
little incident, which I mention because, trifling as it 
was, the reader a will soon meet it again in my dreams, 
which it influenced more fearfully than could be 
imagined One day a Malay knocked at my door 
What business a Malaj coulu have to transact amongst 
the recesses of English mountains, it is not my business 
to conjetture, but possibly he was on his road to a 
seaport—viz, WlnU naven, Workington, etc, — about 
forty milts distant * 

fThe servant who opened the door to him was a 
young w^t*born and bn?d amongst the mountains, who 
had never seen an Asiatic dress of any sort his turban, 
there/ore, confounded her not a littlt , and as it turned 

• 

* Bciween the seafaring fjopulaLions in the coast of 
Lancashire, and the corresponding populations on the coast 
of Cumberland (such as RAenglass, Whitehaven, Workington, 
MaryporL etc ), there was a slender current of interchange 
constantl) gomg on, and especiall} in the davs oi pressgangs 
—in part fey sea, but in part also by land By the way, I 
may mention, as an interesting fact which I discovered from 
an almanack and itinerary, dated about the middle of Queen 
Elizabeths reign (say 1579), that the official route in her days 
for queen’s messengers to the north of Ireland, and of course for 
travellers gcneralfy, a was not (as now) through Grasmere, and 
thence by St John’s Vale, Threlkeld (for the short cut by 
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out that his knowledge of English was exactly com¬ 
mensurate with hers of Malay, there seemed to be an 
impassable gulf fixed between all communication of 
ideas, if either party had happened to possess any Ir 
this dilemma, the girl, recollectirtg the reputed learning 
of her master (and, doubtless, giving me credit for a 
knowledge of all the languages of the eqrth, besides, 
perl laps, a few of the lunar ones), came and gave 1 me 
to understand that there was a sort of demon below, 
whom she clearly imagined that my art could exorcise 
from the house The group which presented itself, 
arranged as it was by accident, though not very 
elaborate, took hold of my fancy and my eye more 
powerfully than any of the statuesque attitudes ol 
groups exhibited in the ballets at the opera-house, 
though so ostentatiously complex In a cottage kitchen, 
but not looking so much like that as a rustic hall hi 
entrance, being panneiled on tlfe wall with wood, 

that from age and rubbing resembled oak, st&od the 
Malay, his turban and loose trousers of dingy yhite 
relieved upon the dark panxelling, ^he^had placed 
himself nearer to the girl *than she seemed to relish, 
though her native spirit of mountain intrepidily con¬ 
tended with the feeling of simple awe which her 

1 

ShoultLwaite Moss was then unknown), KeswioJc, Cocker- 
mouth, and Whitehaven Up to SL Oswalds Church, 
Gresmere (so it was then spelled, in deference to its Spanish 
original), the route lay as at present Thence it turned round 
die Jake to the left, crossed Hammerscar, up Little Lang- 
dale, across Wrynose to Egrcmont. ijnA from Egremont to 
Whitehaven. 
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countenance expressed, as she gazed upon the tiger-cat 
before her A more striking picture there could not 
be imagined, than the beautiful English face of the 
girl,* and its exquisite bloom, together with her erect 
and independent attitude, contrasted with the sallow 
and bilious skin of the Malay, veneered with mahogany 
tints by donate afid marine air, his small, fierce, rest 
less eyes, thin lips, slavish gestures and adorations 
Half hidden by the ferocious-looking Malay, was a 
little child from a neighbouring cottage, who had 
crept in after him, and was now in the act of reverting 
its head and gazing upwards at the turban and the 
fiery eyes beneath it, whilst with one hand he caught 
at the dress of the lovely girl for protection 

My knowledge of the Oriental tongues is not 

* This girl, Barbara Leuthw.ute, was already at that time 
fh person of some poetic distinction, being 1 (unconsciously to 
herselfj^lhe chief speaker in a little pastoral poem of 
WotdswJrLh s. That she was really beautiful, and not merely 
so described by me Jor the sake of improving Lhe picturesque 
efTctt, the reader will judge from this line in Lin. poem, wuLten 
perhaps tcr^eais earlier* v\hen Baibara xnigli* be six years 
old • 

’T. was little Barbara 1 *l\\ Lhwaitc, a child of beauty rare I 

This, coming from William Wordsworth, both a fast dious 
judge and a tnith-speaker of the severest hterality, argues 
some real 1 pretensions to beauty, or real at that time But it 
is notorious that, in the anthologies of earth through all her 
zones, one flower^ beyond every other is liable to change, which 
flower is the countenance of woman Whether in his fine 
stanzas upon "Mutability, 11 where the most pathetic instances 
of this earthly ctoom are solemnly arrayed, Spenser baa dwelt 
sufficiently upon this, the saddest of all, I do not remember. 
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remarkably extensive, being, indeed, confined to two 
words—the Arabic word for barley, and the Turkish 
for opium ( madjoon ), which I have learned from 
lnastasius And, as 1 had neither a Malay diction¬ 
ary, nor even Adelung's Mithfidates y which might 
have helped me to a few words, I addressed him in 
some lines from the Iliad, considering that, of«such 
languages as I possessed, the Greek, in point of longi 
tude, came geographically nearest to an Oriental one 
He worshipped me in a devout manner, and replied 
m what I suppose to have been Malay In this way 
I saved my reputation as a linguist with my neigh¬ 
bours , for the Malay had no means of betraying the 
secret He lay down upon the floor for about an 
hour, and then pursued his journey On his departure, 

I presented him, inter aha y with a piece of opium 
To him, as a native of the East, I could have no^ 
doubt that opium was not li>s tamiliar than daily 
bread, and the expression of his face convinced me 

that it was Nevertheless, I was struck with some 

« 

little consternation when I saw «him suddenly raise his 
hand to his mouth, and bolt the whole, divided into 
three pieces, at one mouthful r The quantity was 
enough to kill some half-dozen dragoons, together 
with their horses, supposing neither bipbds nor quad¬ 
rupeds to be regularly trained opium-eate r s ,k I felt 
some alarm for the \ oor creature ? hut what could be 
done ? I had given him the opium in pure com¬ 
passion for his solitary life, since, if he had travelled 
on foot from London, it must be .nearly three weeks 
since he could have exchanged a thought with any 
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human being Ought I to have violated the laws of 
hospitality by having him seized and drenched with 
an emetic, thus frightening him into a notion that we 
were going to sacrifice him to some English idol ? 
No there was clearly no help for it The mischief, 
if any, was done He took his leave, and for some 
days J felt, anxioifs, but, as I never heard of any 
Mllay, or of any man m a turban, being found dead 
on any part of the very slenderly-peopled road between 
Grasmere and Whitehaven, I became satisfied that 


he was familiar with opium,* and that I must doubt¬ 
less have done him the service I designed, by giving 
one night of respite from the pains of wandering 

This incident I have digressed to mention, because 
this Malay (partly from the picturesque exhibition he 


assisted to frame, partly from the anxiety I connected 
^ftith his image for some days) fastened afterwards 
upfin pb fancy, and through that upon my dreams, 
bnngilg with him other Malays worse than himself, 


that ran “ a-muck ” f at me, and led me into a world 


# This, however, is not a necessary conclusion , the varieties 
of effect produced by opium on different constitutions are 
infinite A London inajpstrate (Hanott's Struggles through 
Lxfty vol ill p 391, third edition) has recorded that, on the 
first occasion or his trying laudanum for the gout, he took 
FORTY drops , the next night sixty, and on the fifth night 
eighty, without any effect whatever, and this at an 
advanced age 

t See the common accounts, in any eastern traveller or 
voyager, of the frantic excesses committed by Malays who 
have <taken opium, «os are reduced to desperation by ill luck 
at gambling 
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of nocturnal troubles But to quit this episode, and 
to return to my intercalary year of happiness I have 
said already that, on a subject so important to us all 
as happiness, we should listen with pleasure to any 
man’s experience or experiments, even though he 
were but a ploughboy, who cannot be supposed to 
have ploughed very deep in such an intractable soil 
as that of human pains and pleasures, or to have 
conducted his researches upon any very enlightened 
principles But I, who have taken happiness, both 
in a solid and a liquid shape, both boiled and un¬ 
boiled, both East Indian and Turkish — who have 
conducted my experiments upon this interesting subject 
with a sort of galvanic battery, and have, for the 
general benefit of the world, inoculated myself, as it 
were, with the poison of eight thousand drops of 
laudanum per day (and for the same reason as 
French surgeon inoculated hirn^df lately witbfs canter, 
an English one, twenty years ago, vwth plagtFi, and 
a third,* who was also English, with hydrophobia), 
I, it will be admitted, must purely now know what 
happiness is, if anybody (Joes And therefore I will 
here lay down an analysis of happiness, and, as the 
most interesting mode of communicating it, l will give 
it, not didactically, but wrapped up and- involved in a 
picture of one evening, as I spent every eveni lg during 
the intercalary year, when laudanum, though taken 
daily, was to me no more than the elixir of pleasure 

Let there be a cottage, standing in a valley, t eighteen 

• He was a surgeon at Brighton* - ' 

t The cottage and the valley concerned in this description 
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miles from any town, no spacious valley, but about 
two miles long by three-quarters of a mile in average 
width—the benefit of which provision is, that all the 
families resident within its circuit will compose, as it 
were, one larger household, personally familiar to your 
eye, and more or less interesting to your affections 
Let the pjountairfe be real mountains, between three 
and four thousand feet high, and the cottage a real 

were not imaginary the valley Mas the lovely one, tn those 
days, of Grasmere, and the cottage was occupied for more 
than twenly years by myself, as immediate successor, in the 
year 1809, to Wordsworth Looking to the limitation here 
laid down—viz., tn those days —the reader will inquire 111 what 
way Time can have alTected the beauty of Grasmere Do the 
Westmoreland valleys turn gray-headed’ O reader I this is 
a painful memento for some of us I Ihirty years ago, a gang 
of Vandals (nameless, 1 thank Heaven, to me), lor the sake 
of* building a mail-coacl^ road that never would be wanted, 
earned^ at a cost of ^3000 to the detrauded parish, a horrid 
causeway of sheer gr unite masonry, for three-quarters of a mile, 
ng^it through the loveliest succession of secret forest dells and 
shy recesses of the lake, qjiargined bv unrivalled ferns, amongst 
which was the Osmunda ngahs This sc-nuestei cd angle of 
Giasmcre is described by Wordsworth, as it unveiled itself on 
a September morning m*hc exquisite poems on the “ Naming 
of Places 1 Fiom this also—viz , this spot of ground, and this 
magnificent cre^t (Llie k Osniunda)—was suggested that unique line 
--the fimst independent line through all the recoids of verse * 

Or lady of the lake, 

Sole-siLting by tlu shores of old lomance. 

Rightly, thcreloic, did I introduce this limitation The 
Grasmere befote xrd after this outrage were two different 
vales. 
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cottage, not (as a witty author has it) “a cottage with 
a double coach-house ”, let it be, m fact, (for I must 
abide by the actual scene), a white cottage, embowered 
with flowering shrubs, so chosen as to unfold a succes¬ 
sion of flowers upon the walls acid clustering around 
the windows, through all the months of spring, summer, 
and autumn , beginning, in fact, wivh May rosea and 
ending with jasmine Let it, however, not be sprnlg, 
nor summer, nor autumn, but winter, in its sternest 
shape This is a most important point in the science 
of happiness And I am surprised to see people over¬ 
look it, as if it were actually matter of congratulation 
that winter is going, or, if coming, is not likely to be 
a severe one On the contrary, I put up a petition, 
annually, for as much snow, hail, frost, or storm of 
one kind or other, as the skies can possibly afford 
Surely everybody is aware of the divine pleasures^ 
which attend a winter fireside—tandles at foitf^’clouk, 
warm hearth-rugs, tea, a fair tea-maker, shutters closed, 
curtains flowing in ample draperies on the floor, whilst 
the wind and rain are raging audibly without: 


* 

And at the doors and windows seem to call, 

As heaven and earth they woulu together mell; 

Yet the least entrance find they noneat all, 

Whence sweeter grows our rest secure in massy hall 

Castle of Jtniolence 


All these are items in the description of a winter 
evening which must surely be familiar to everybody 
bom in a high latitude And it is evident that most 
of these delicacies cannot be ripened, without weather 
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stormy or inclement in some way or other I am not 
u particular ” whether it be snow, or black frost, or 
wind so strong that (as Mr Anti-slavery Clarkson says) 
44 you may lean your back against it like a post ” I 
can put up even witlf rain, provided that it rains cats 
and dogs, or, as sailors say, 14 great guns and marline- 
spikes*” , but something of the sort I must have, and 
if I have it not, 1 think myself in a manner ill-used 
for why am I called on to pay so heavily in winter for 
coals, candles, etc , if I am not to have the article good 
of its kind? No a Canadian winter for my money, 
or a Russian one, where every man is but a co-pro- 
pnetor with the noith wind in the fee-simple of his 
own ears Indeed, so great an epicure am I in this 
matter that I cannot rdish a winter night fully, if it 
be much pask St Thomas’s Da>, and have degenerated 
^nto disgusting tendencies towards vernal indications 
in factyi^nust be divided by a thick wall of dark nights 
from all ieturn of light and sunshine Start, therefore, 
at frhe^first week of November thence to the end of 
January, CJiristmas Evfc being the meridian line, you 
may compute the period wtfien happiness is m season, 
which, in my judgment, enters the room with the tea- 
tray For tea, though ridiculed by those who are 
naturally coarse in their nervous sensibilities, or are 
become to from wine-drinking, and are not susceptible 
of influence from so refined a stimulant, will always be 
the favourite beverage of the intellectual, and, for my 
part, I would have joined Dr Johnson in a helium 
intemectnum against Jonas Hanway, or any other 
impious person who should have presumed to disparage 
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it But here, to save myself the trouble of too much 
verbal description, I will introduce a painter, and give 
him directions for the rest of the picture painters do 
not like white cottages, unless a good deal weather- 
stained , but, as the reader now Understands that it is 
a winter night, his services will not be required except 
for the inside of the house * , • 

Paint me, then, a room seventeen feet by twelve, 
and not more than seven and a half feet high This, 
reader, is somewhat ambitiously styled, in my family, 
the drawing-room, but, being contrived "a double debt 
to pay,” it is also, and more justly, termed the library, 
for it happens that books are the only article of property 
in which I am richer than my neighbours Of these I 
have about five thousand, collected gradually since my 
eighteenth year Therefore, painter, put ,as many as 
you can into this room Make it populous with books ^ 
and, furthermore, paint me a getod fire, and«f&rniture 
plain and modest, befitting the unpretending cfattage 
of a scholar And near the fire paint me a tea-tatye, 
and (as it is clear that no creature can cpme to see 
one on such a stormy night) place only two cups and 
saucers on the tea-tray, and, if ypu know how to paint 
such a thing, symbolically or otherwise, paint me an 
eternal tea-pot—eternal a parte ante , and a parte post , 
for I usually drink tea from eight o’clock at night to 
four in the morning And, as it is very unpleasant to 
make tea, or to pour it out for one’s self, paint me a 
lovely young woman sitting at the table Paint her 
arms like Aurora’s, and her smiles, like* Hebe’s, but 
no, dear M-1 not even in jest let me insinuate that 
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thy power to illuminate my cottage rests upon a tenure 
so perishable as mere personal beaut) , or that the 
witchcraft of angelic smiles lies withm the empire of 
any earthly pencil Pass, then, my good painter, to 
something more withi? its power, and the next article 
brought forward should naturally be myself—a picture 
of the Opium-eater, with his “little golden receptacle of 
the* pernicious drug” lying beside him on the table 
As to the opium, I have no objection to see a picture 
of that, you may pamt it, if you choose, but I apprise 
you that no “little” receptacle would, even in 1816, 
answer my purpose, who was at a distance from the 
“stately Pantheon” and all druggists (mortal or other¬ 
wise) No you may as well paint the real receptacle, 
which was not of gold, but of glass, and as much like 
a sublunary wine-decanter as possible In fact, one 
day, by a senes of happily-conceived experiments, I 
diseover^j that it was m a decanter Into this you may 
put atquart of ruby-coloured laudanum, that, and a 
book of German metaphysics placed by its side, will 
sufficiently attest my being in the neighbourhood , but, 
as to myseir, there I demur I admit that, naturally, 
I ought to occupy the foreground of the picture, that, 
being the hero of the piece, or (if you choose) the 
criminal at tlm bar, my body should be had into court 
This seepis reasonable, but why should I confess on 
this point to a painter? or why confess it at all? If 
the public (into whose private ear I am confidentially 
whispering my Confessions, and not into any painter’s) 
should chance to have framed some agreeable picture 
for itself of the •Opium-eater’s exterior—should have 



a 86 


AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 


ascribed to hm, romantically, an elegant person or a 
handsome face—why should I barbarously tear from it 
so pleasing a delusion ?—pleasing both to the public 
and to me No paint me, if at all, according to your 
own fancy, and since a painter’s fancy should teem 
with beautiful creations, I cannot fail, in that way, to 
be a gainer And now, reader, w«' ha\e run through 
all the ter categories of my condition, as it stood about 
i8t6 17 up to the middle of which Hiltr viai I judge 
myself to have been a happv man, and the elements 
ot that haopiness I have endtavoured to place before 
you, in the above sketch of the interior of a si holar’ s 
library, in a cottage among the mountains, on a stormy 
winter evening ram dm mg vindictivel) and with 
malice aforethought against the windows, and darkness 
such that von cannot see your own hand when held 
up against the sky « 

But now farewell, a long .farewell, to j^ippiness, 
v inter or summer 1 farewell to smiles and Lu gluer 1 
farewell to peace of mind, to tranquil dreams, and to 
the blessed consolations of sleep 1 For more than three 
years and a half I am summoned away from these 
Here opens upoD me an Iliad of woes for I now 
enler u» on— 
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As when some gie&l painter dips 

His pencil in the gloom of earthquake and echpse 

*■ Sjifli ey’s Revolt of hlam 

«■ 

Reader, who have thus far arcompamed me, I must 
request your attention, before we go farthtr, to a few 
explanatory notes 

i You are already aware, I hope—else you must 
have a low opinion of my logic—that the opium 
miseries, which are now on the point of pressing for¬ 
ward to the front of this narrative, connect themselves 
with my early hardships in London (and therefore more 
remotely with those in Wales) by natural links of affi ba¬ 
llon—that is, the early series of sufferings was the parent 
of the Ulfer Otherwise, these Confessions would break 
into two disconnected sections—first, a record of boyish 
calamities secondly, a record (totally independent) of 
sufferings consequent upon excesses in opium And the 
two sections would have ro link whatever to connect 
them, except the slight one of having both happened to the 
same person But a little attention will show the strictness 
of the inter-cohnection The boyish sufferings, whether 
in Wales'or London, pressing upon an organ peculiarly 
weak in my bodily system—vi?, the stomach—caused 
that subsequent distress and irritability of the stomach 
which drove me to the use of opium as the sole remedy 
potent enough to control it Here already there is exposed 
a sufficient causal connection between the two several 
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sections of my experience The opium would probably 
never have been promoted into the dignity of a daily and 
a life-long resource, had it not proved itself to be the one 
sole agent equal to the task of tranquillismg the miseries 
left behind by the youthful pi lvatioifc Thus far the nexus, 
ds between cause and effect, is sufficiently established 
between the one experience and the 'other— d between the 
bovish records and the records of mature life Ttiere 
needed no other nexus to justify the unity of the entire 
Confessions But, though not wanted, nevertheless it 
happens that there is another and a distinct link con¬ 
necting the two separate records The mam phenomenon 
by which opium expressed itself permanently, and the 
sole phenomenon that was communicable, lay m the 
dreams (and in the peculiar dream-scenery) which 
followed the opium excesses But naturally these 
dreams, and this dream-scenery, drew their outlines aribt 
materials—their great lights anu shadows—f*om those 
profound revelations which had been ploughed so 
deeply into the heart, from those encaustic records which 
\i\ the mighty furnaces of London life had been burnt 
into the undying memory by the fierce action of misery 
And thus m reality the early experiences of erring 
childhood not only led to the secondary experiences of 
opium, but also determined the particular form and 
pressure of the chief phenomena in those secondary 
experiences Here is the briefest possible abstract of 
the total case —The final object of the whole record lay 
in the dreams. For the sake of those the entire narrative 
arose But what caused the dream? ? Opium used in 
unexampled excess But what caused this excess in the 
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use of opium ? Simply the early sufferings, these, and 
these only, through the derangements which they left 
behind in the animal economy On this mode of viewing 
the case, moving regressively from the end to the 
beginning, it will be seen that there is one uninterrupted 
bond of unity running through the entire succession Of 
experiences—-first and last the dreams were an inherit¬ 
ance from the opium, the opium was an inheritance from 
the boyish follies 

a. You will think, perhaps, that I am too confidential 
and communicative of my own private history It may 
be so But my way of writing is rather to think aloud, 
and follow my own humours, than much to inquire who 
is listening to me, for, if once I stop to consider what 
is proper to be said, I shall soon come to doubt whether 
any part at all is proper The fact is, I imagine myself 
printing at a distance of twenty—thirty—fifty years ahead 
of this present moment,•either for the satisfaction of the 
few who may then retain any interest in myself, or of the 
man^ (a number that is sure to be continually growing) 
who infill take an inextinguishable interest in the 
mysterious powers of opium.. For opium ts mysterious, 
mysterious to the extent, at times, of apparent self- 
contradiction , and so mysterious, that my own long 
experience in its ust—sometimes even in its abuse—did 
but mislead me into conclusions ever more and more 
remote from what I now suppose to be the truth Fifty- 
and-two years’ experience of opium, as a magical 
resource under all modes of bodily suffering, I may now 
claim to have bad—allowing only for some periods of 
four or six months’, during which, by unexampled efforts 
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of self-conquest, I had accomplished a determined 
abstinence from opium * These parentheses being 
subtracted, as also, and secondly, some off-and-on fits 
of tentative and intermitting dalliance with opium m the 
opening of my career—these deletions allowed for, I 
may describe myself as experimentally acquainted with 
opium for something more than hair a century What, 
then, is my final report upon its good and evil resuits? 
In particular, upon these two capital tendencies of 
habitual opium-eating under the popular misconceptions 

* With what fin il result, I have much difficult) in saying 
Invanahl), after such victories, I returned, upon deliberate 
choicr (after weighing all the consequences on this side and 
on that), to the daily use of opium But with silent changes, 
many and great (worked apparently by these reiterated 
struggles), in the opium-eating habits Amongst other 
changes was this, that the quantity nquired gradually fell bj 
an enormous piopurlion Accord ng to the modern s'ing 
phrase, I had in the mcndian stage of my opium career used 
11 fabulous " quantities Stating the quantities—not m solid 
opium, but in the tincture (known to everybody as laudanum) 
—my daily ration was eight thousand drops If you write 
down that amount in the ordinary w r ay as 8000, you see at a 
glance that you may read it into eight quantities of a thousand, 
or into eight hundred quantities of cen, or lastly, into eighty 
quantities of one hundred. Now, a single quiiility of one 
hundred will about fill a very old-fashioned obsolete tea-spoon, 
of that order which you find still lingering amongst the respect¬ 
able poor Eighty such quantities, therefore, would have filled 
eighty of such antediluvian spoons—that is, it would have been 
the common hospital dose for three hundred and twenty adult 
patients But the ordinary tea-spoon of this present nineteenth 
century is nearly as capacious as the dessert-spoon of our 
ancestors Which I have heard accounted for thus —Through- 
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—viz , its supposed necessity of continually clamouring 
for increasing quantities , secondly, its supposed corre¬ 
sponding declension in power and efficacy Upon these 
ugly scandals, what is my most deliberate award ? At 
the age of forty, the*reader is aware that, under our 
ancestral proverb, every man is a fool or a physician 
Apparently our exwelh nt ancestors, aiming undeniably 
at alliteration, spelled physician with an f And why 
not * A man's phv^ic might be undeniable, although 
his spelling sh’ould be open to some slight improve¬ 
ments But I presume that the proveib meant to exact 
from any man onl} so much medical skill as should 
undertake the responsibility ot his own individual 
health It is my duty, it seems, thus r ar to be a 
physician—to guarantee, so far as human foresight 
can guarantee, my own corporeal sanity And this, 
fj ying the case by ordinary practical tests, I have 
accomplished And l add solemnly, that without 
opium* most certainly I could not have accomplished 

out the eighteenth century, when first lea beciint* known to the 
working 1 population, the tea-drinkers wlo almost exclusively 
women , nierJ* even in educated classes, very often persisting 
(down to the French Revolutioh) in tieaLing such a beverage 
as an idle and effeminate ^indulgence Tins obstinate twist in 
masculine habits it was that secretly controlled the manufact ire 
of tea-spoons *Up to W-iterloo, tea-spoons were adjusted 
chiefly to,the calibre of female mouths Since then, greallj 
to the benefit of the national health, the grosser ami browner 
sex have universally fallen 111L0 the effeminate habit of tea 
drinking, and the capacity of tea-spoons has naturally 
conformed to the new order of cormoiant mouths that have 
alighted by myriads upon the tea-trays of these later 
generations # 
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such a result Thirty-five years ago, beyond all doubt, 
I should have been m my grave And as to the two 
popular dilemmas — that either you must renounce 
opium, or else indefinitely augment the daily ration, 
and, secondly, that, even submitting to such a postulate, 
you must content yourselt, under any scale of doses, 
with an effect continually decaying, in fact, that you 
must ultimately descend into the despairing condition 
of the martyr to dram-drinking—at this point, I make 
a resolute stand, in blank denial of the whole doctrine 
Originally, when first entering upon my opium career 
I did so with great anxiety and before my eyes floated 
for ever the analogies—dim, or not dim, according to 
my spirits at the moment—of the poor, perishing 
brandy-drinker, often on th«* brink of deltnum tremens/ 
Opium I pursued undei a harsh necessity, as an 
unknown, shadowy power, leading I knew not whithu 
and a power that might sudderJy change countenance 
upon this unknown road Habitually I lived und^r such 
an impression of awe as we have all felt from stones of 
fawns, or seeming fawns, that have run beforw some 
mounted hunter for many a league, until they have 
tempted him far into the mazes of a boundless forest, 
and at that point, where all regress had become lost 
and impossible, either suddenly vanished, leaving the 
man utterly bewildered, or assumed some mcpe fearful 
shape A part of the evil which I feared actually 
unfolded itself, but all was due to my own*ignorance, 
to neglect of cautionary measures, or to gross mis¬ 
management of my health in points where I well 
knew the risks, but grievously underrated their urgency 
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and pressure I was temperate that solitary advan¬ 
tage I had, but I sank under the lulling seductions 
of opium into total sedentariness, and that whilst 
holding firmly the belief, that powerful exercise was 
omnipotent against all modes of debility or obscure 
nervous irritations The account of my depression, and 
almos£ of my helplessness, m the next memorandum 
(NA 3), is faithful as a description to the real case 
But, in ascribing that case to opium, as any tran¬ 
scendent and overmastering agency, I was thoroughly 
wrong Twenty days of exercise, twenty times twenty 
miles of walking, at the ordinary pace of three and 
a half miles an hour, or perhaps half that amount, 
would have sent me up as buoyantly as a balloon into 
regions of natural and healthy excitement, where dejec¬ 
tion is an impossible phenomenon O heavens I how 
faan abuses or neglects his natural resources I Yes, 
the* thoughtful reader#is disposed to say, but very 
possibiy distinguishing between such natural resources 
and opium as a resource that is not natural, but highly 
artilfici^l, or even absolytely unnatural I think other¬ 
wise " upoiT the basis of # my really vast, perhaps 
unequalled, experience (let me add of my tentative 
experience, varying its trials in every conceivable mode, 
so as to meet the question at issue under every angle), 
I advance these three following propositions, all of 
them unsuspected by the popular mind, and the last 
of them (as cannot much longer fail to be discovered) 
bearing a national value — I mean, as meeting our 
English hereditary complaint:— 
k I With respect to the morbid growth upon the 
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opium-eater of his peculiar habit, when once rooted 
n the system, and throwing out tentacula like a cancer, 
it is out of my power to deliver any such oracular 
judgment upon the case— ie t upon tht? apparent 
danger of such a course, and by wh.it Plages n mijht 
be expected to travel towards its filial consummation 
—as naturally I should wish to d<p Being an ^oracle, 
it is my wish to behave myself like an oracle, Sind 
not to evade any decent man’s questions in the way 
that Apollo too often did at Del phi * But, in tins 
particular instance before me, the accident of my own 
individual seamanship in presence of this storm inter 
• ered with the natural evolution of the problem in ib> 
extreme lorra of danger I had become too uneasy 
in der the consciousness of that intensely artilicial con¬ 
dition into wmch I li*d imperceptibly lapsed through 
unprecedented quantities o* opium, the shadows b 1 
eclipse were too dark and lusid not to rouse knd 
alarm me into a spasmodic effort for reconquering the 
ground which I had lost Such an effort I made 
every step by which I had goije astray did I pktiently 
unthread And thus I fought off the hatural and 

spontaneous catastrophe, whatever that might be, 
which mighty Nature would else have let loose for 
redressing the wrongs offered to herself But what 
followed ? In six or eight months more, upon fresh 
movements arising of insupportable nervous irritation, 
I fleeted back into the same opium lull To and fro, 
up and down, did I tilt upon those mountainous seas, 
for year after year 11 See-saw,* like , Margery Daw, 

r 

# etc. —O dear reader, surely you don't wa^' 
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that sold her bed and lay on straw ” Even so did I, 
led astray, perhaps, by the classical example of Miss 
Daw, see-saw for y t ar after year, out and in, of 
manoeuvres the most intricate, dances the most 
elaborate, receding (*r approaching, round my great 
central sun of opium Sometimes I ran perilously close 
into my perihelion, sometimes I became frightened, 
anfl wheeled off mto a vast cometary aphelion, where 
for six months 41 opium " was a word unknown How 
nature stood all these see sawing is quite a mystery 
to me I must have led her a sad life in those days. 
Nervous irritation forced me, at times, upon frightful 
excesses , but terror from anomalous symptoms sooner 
or later forced me back. 1 his terror was strength¬ 
ened by the vague hypotheses current at that period 
about spontaneous combustion Might I not myself 
*l&ke leave o? the literary world in that fashion ? Ac¬ 
cording to the popular fancy, there were two modes 
of thx spontaneity, and really very little to choose 
between them Upon one variety of this explosion, 
a mart blew up in the # dark, without match or candle 
neai him, leaving nothing behind him but some bones, 
of no use to anybody, and which were supposed to 
be his only because nobody else ever applied for 
them It was fancied that some volcanic agency— 

an oracle to tell you that this is a good old nursery lyric, 
which through four cuiLunes has stood the cr t cism—stood 
the anger agunst Dans enemas—stood die pay for Daw 
herself, so infamously reduced to straw—of children through 
eighty generations^ reckoning five years to each nursery 
succession * 
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an unknown deposition—accumulated trom some vast 
redundancy of brandy, furnished the self-exploding 
principle But this startled the faith of most people; 
and a more plausible scheme suggested itself, which 
depended upon the concurrency of a lucifer-match 
Without an incendiary, a man could not take fire 
We sometimes see the hands of inveterate dram- 

■ Q 

drinkers throw off an atmosphere of intoxicating 
vapours, strong enough to lay flies into a state of 
sleep or coma, and on the same principle, it was 
supposed that the breath might be so loaded with 
spirituous particles, as to catch fire from a match 
applied to a pipe when held between the lips If 
so, then what should hinder the “devouring element" 
(as newspapers call Are) from spreading through the 
throat to the cavity of the chest in which case, not 
being insured, the man would naturally become a total 
loss Opium, however, it will recur to the reader* is 
not alcohol That is true But it might, for anything 
that was known experimentally, be ultimately worse 
Coleridge, the only person known to the public as 
having dallied systematically and for fnany years 
with opium, could not be looked to for any candid 
report of its history and progress', besides that, Coleridge 
was under a permanent craze of having, nearly accom¬ 
plished his own liberation from opium, and. thus he 
had come to have an extra reason for self-delusion 
Finding myself, therefore, walking on a solitary path 
of bad repute, leading whither no man’s experience 
could tell me, I became proportionately cautious > 
and if nature had any plot for making an example 
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of me, I was resolved to baulk her Thus it was 
that I never followed out the seductions of opium 
to their final extremity But, nevertheless, in evading 
that extremity, I stumbled upon as great a discovery 
as if I had not evaded it After the first or second 
self-conquest in this conflict — although finding it 
impossible to persist through more than a few months 
in £h^ abstinence from opium—I remarked, however, 
that the domineering tyranny of its exactions was at 
length steadily declining Quantities noticeably less 
had now become sufficient and after the fourth of 
these victories, won with continually decreasing efforts, 
I found that not only had the daily dose (upon re¬ 
lapsing) suffered a self-limitation to an enormous extent, 
but also that, upon any attempt obstinately to renew 
the old doses, there arose a new symptom—viz, an 
imitation on * the surface of the skin—which soon 
became insupportable, and tended to distraction In 
about Jour years, without any further efforts, my daily 
ration had fallen spontaneously from a varying quantity 
ot eight, ten, or twelve thousand drops of laudanum 
to about three hundred I describe the drug as 
laudanum , because another change ran along col¬ 
laterally with this strireme change — viz, that the 
solid opium began to require a length of time, con¬ 
tinually increasing, to expand its effects sensibly, 
oftentimes not less than four hours, whereas the 
tincture manifested its presence instantaneously 
Thus, then, I had reached a position from which 
authoritatively it might be pronounced, as a result of 
long, anxious, *atfd» vigilant experience, that, on the 
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assumption of earnest (even though intermitting) efforts 
towards recurrent abstinences on the part of the opium- 
eater, the practice of indulging to the very greatest 
excess in this narcotiG tends to a natural (almost an 
inevitable) euthanasy Many years ago, when briefly 
touching on this subject, I announced (as a fact even 
thin made known to me) that no instance of abstinence, 
though it were but of three da\s* continuance, ^er 
perishes Ten grains, deducted from a daily ration of 
five hundred, will tell through a series cf many weeks, 
and will be found again modifying the final result, even 
at the close of the year's reckoning At this day, after 
a half-century of oscillating experience, and after no 
efforts or trying acts of self-denial beyond those severe 
ones attached to the several processes (five or six in 
all) of re-conquenng my freedom from the yoke of 
opium, I find myself pretty nearly at the same statiojx 
which I occupied at that vast distance of time 1 \ is 
recorded of Lord Nelson that, even after the Nije and 
Copenhagen, he still paid the pen ilty, on the first days 
of resuming his naval life, which is generally exacted 
by nature from the youngest litile middy or. the rawest 
griffin—vi/, sea-sickness And this happens to a 
considerable proportion of sailor-, they do not recover 
their sea legs till some days after getting afloat The 
very same thing happens to veteran opium-eaters, when 
first, after long intermissions, resuming too abruptly 
their ancient familiarities with opium It is a fact, 
which I mention as indicating the enormous revolutions 
passed through, that, within these five years, I have 
turned pale, and felt warnings, pc n s ]ng towards such 
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an uneasiness, after taking not more than twenty grains 
of opium At present and for some years, I have been 
habitually content with five or six grams dailv instead 
of three hundred and twenty to four hundred grains 
Let me wind up thi^ retrospect with saving, that the 
powers of opium, as an anodyne, but still more as 
a tranquilliser of nervous and anomalous sensation 
hafe not in the small* st degree decayed, and that 
if it has casually unveiled its early power ot exacting 
slight penalties' from any trivial inattention to accurate 
proportions, it has more than commensurately renewed 
its ancient privilege of lulling irritation and of support¬ 
ing preternatural calls for exertion 

My first proposition, therefore, amounts to this— 
that the process ot weaning one’s-self from the deep 
bondage of opium, bv many people viewed wit! 
despairing eyes, is not only a possible achievement, 
and one which grow easier in every stage of its 
progress, but is favoured and promoted by nature in 
secret ways that could not, without some experir-nce 
have been suspected # This, however, is but a sorrv 
commendatfon of any resource making great pretensions, 
that, by a process confessedly trying to human firmness, 
it can ultimately be thrown aside Certainly little 
would be gained by the negative service of cancelling 
a drawback upon any agency whatever, until it were 
shown that this drawback has a\ailed to disturb and 
neutralise great positive blessings lying within the gift 
of that agency What are the advantages connected 
with opium thaj can merit any such name as blessings ? 

II Briefly let' me say, in the $econd proposition. 
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that if the reader had, in any South American forest, 
seen growing rankly some great febrifuge (such as the 
Jesuit’s bark), he would probably have noticed it with 
slight regard To understand its value, he'must first 
have suffered from intermittent fever Bark might strike 
him as an unnatural stimulant, but, when he came to 
ee that tertian or quartan fever was also an unnatural 
pressure upon human energies, he would begin to guess 
that two counter unnaturals may terminate m one most 
natural and salubrious result Nervoils irritation is 
the secret desolator of human life, and for this there 
is probably no adequate controlling power but that 01 
opium, taken daily, under steady regulation 

III But even more momentous is the burden of my 
third proposition Are you aware, reader, what it is 
that constitutes the scourge (physically speaking) of 
Great Britain and Ireland ? All readers, who direct 
any part of their attention to medical subjects, mjst 
know that it is pulmonary consumption If you walk 
through a forest at certain seasons, you will see what 
is called a blaze of white paint f upon a certain r Zlitc of 
the trees marked out by the forester as upe for the 
axe Such a blaze, if the shadowy world could reveal 
its futurities, would be seen everywhere distributing its 
secret badges of cognisance amongst our youthful men 
and women Of those that, in the expression of Pericles, 
constitute the vernal section of our population, what a 
multitudinous crowd would be seen to wear upon their 
foreheads the same sad ghastly blaze, or some equivalent 
symbol of dedication to an early grave How appalling 
in its amount is this annual slaughter amongst those 
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that should by birthright be specially the children of 
hope, and levied impartially from every rank of society 1 
Is the mcpme-tax or the poor-rate, faithful as each is 
to its regulating tide-tables, paid by any class with as 
much punctuality as* this premature flonlcgium } this 
gathering and rendering up of blighted blossoms* 
by alh classes ? Tfien comes the startling question— 
that pierces the breaking hearts of so many thousand 
afflicted relatives—Is there no remedy? Is there no 
palliation of the evil? Waste not a thought upon the 
idle question whether he that speaks is armed with this 
form or that form of authorisation and sanction I Think 
within yourself how infinite would be the scorn of any 
poor sorrow-stricken mother, if she—standing over the 
coffin of her daughter—could believe or could imagine 
that any vestige of ceremonial scruples, or of fool-bom 
superstitions, or the terror of a word, or old traditional 
prejudice, had been allowed to neutralise one chance 
in a thousand for her daughter—had by possibility (but, 
as I^ould tell her, had sometimes to a certainty) stepped 
between patients and deliverance from the grave, sure 
and perfect 1 u What matter/' she would cry out 
indignantly, “ who it is jhat says the thing, so long as 
the thing itseU is true?” It is the potent and faithful 
ward that is Wanted, in perfect slight of the organ 
through which It is uttered Let me premise this 
notorious fact, that all consumption, though latent in 
the constitution, and indicated often to the eye in bodily 
conformation, does not therefore manifest itself as a 
disease, until some,fojrm of “cold,” or bronchitis, some 
familiar affection of the chest or of the lungs, arises to 
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furnish a c tnrUng-point for the morbid development A 
Now the one fatal blunder lies in suffering that develop¬ 
ment to occur, and the one t ounter-woikmg secret for 
pre-arrestment of this evil lies in steadily, b> whatever 
means, keeping up and promoting the insensible 
perspiration In that one simple art of controlling a 
constant function of the annua/ economy , .hts a 
magicians talisman for defeating the forces leagued 
against the great organs of respiration Pulmonary 
affections, if not /; avion sly suffered to develop them¬ 
selves, cannot live under the hourly counlei-working 
of this magical force Consequently, the one question 
in arrca r is, what potent drug is that which possesses 
this power, a power like that of “ Amaru’s son,” for 
evoking salubrious streams, welling fonh benignly from 
systems else parched and arid as rocks in ♦he wilderness? 

tj* 

There is none that I know of answering the need but 
opium The powers of that great agent I first learned 
dimly to guess at from a remark made to me by a lady 

* Here is a parallel case, equally fatal where it occurs, but 
happily moving within a far narrower circle A&out fiflj 
years ago. Sir Everard Home, a surgeon of the highest class, 
mentioned as a dreadful caution, that, within his own expci 1* 
cnee, many an indolent tumour in the face, not unfrcquentlj 
the most trifling pimple, winch for thirty or more years had 
caused no uneasiness \vhate\er, suddenly might chance to 
receive the slightest possible wound liom a razor in the act 
of shaving What followed ^ Once distuibed, the trivial 
excrescence became an open cancer. Is the paiallel Ca Las tropin 
in the pulmonary s>stem, when pushed forward into develop¬ 
ment, at all less likely to hide its importance from uninstructed 
ryes ? Yet, on the other hand, it is* a thousand limes more 
likely to happen. 
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in London , then, and for some time previously, she 
had been hospitably entertaining Coleridge, whom, 
indeed, she tended with the anxiety of a daughter. 
Consequently, she was familiarly acquainted with his 
opium habits, and ofi my asking, in reply to some 
remark of hers, how she could be so sure as her words 
implied, th^t ColeTidge was just then likely to be 
incapacitated for writing (or, indeed, for any literary 
exertion ) f she said, 11 Oh, I know it well by the glistening 
of his cheeks ” Coleridge's face, as is well known to 
his acquaintances, exposed a large surface of cheek# 
too large for the intellectual expression of his features 
generally, had not the final effect been redeemed by 
what Wordsworth styled his 14 godlike forehead ” The 
result was, that no possible face so broadly betrayed 
and publish^! any effects whatever, especially these 
lustrous effects from excesses m opium For some 
years I failed to consider reflectively, or else, reflecting, 
I failea to decipher, this resplendent acreage of cheek 
But. at last, either pjop?-to matte, or prompted by some 
medical hint, I came to understand that the glistening 
face, glorious from afar like the old Pagan face of the 
demigod ^sculapius, # simply reported the gathering 
accumulations of insensible peispiration In the very 
hour, a memdrable hour, of making that discovery, 1 
made aifother My own history, medically speaking, 
involved a m) stery At the commencement of my 
opium caieer, I had myself been pronounced repeatedly 
a martyr-elect to pulmonary consumption And, 
although, in the .common decencies of humanity, this 
opinion upon my prospects had always been accompanied 
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with some formal words of encouragement—as, for 
instance, that constitutions, after all, varied by endless 
differences , that nobody could fix limits to the powers 
of medicine, or, in default of medicine, to the healing 
resources of nature herself, yet, without something 
like a miracle in my favour, I was instructed to regard 
myself as a condemned subject That wa$ the upshot 
of these agreeable communications , alarming enough, 
and they were rendered more so by these three facts — 
first, that the opinions were pronounced by the highest 
authorities in Christendom—viz, the physicians at 
Clifton and the Bristol Hotwells, who saw more of 
pulmonary disorders in one twelvemonth than the rest 
of the profession through all Europe in a century, for 
the disease, it must be remembered, was almost peculiar 
as a national scourge to Britain, interlinked with the 
local accidents of the climate and its restless changes) 
so that only in England could it be studied , and even 
there only in perfection at these Bristolian adjacencies— 
the reason being this, all opulent patients resorted!. to 
the Devonshire watering-places, where the balmy temper¬ 
ature of the air and prevailing winds allowed the myrtle 
and other greenhouse shrubs to stand out-of-doors all 
winter through , and naturally on the road to Devonshire 
all patients alike touched at Clifton 1 There 1 was 
myself continually resident Many, therefore* and of 
supreme authority, were the prophets of evil that 
announced to me my doom Secondly, they weie 
countenanced by the ug*y fact that I out of eight 
children was the one who most closely inherited the 
bodily conformation of a father who had died of 
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consumption at the early age of thirty-nine Thirdly, I 
offered at the first glance, to a medical eye, every 
symptom of phthisis broadly and conspicuously developed 
The hectfc colours on the face, the nocturnal per¬ 
spirations, the growing embarrassment of the respiration, 
and other expressions of gathering feebleness under any 
attempts at taking* exercise—all these symptoms were 
ste&dily accumulating between the age of twenty-two 
and twenty-four What was it that first arrested them ? 
Simply the usfe, continually becoming more regular, of 
opium Nobody recommended this drug to me, on 
the contrary, under that ignorant horror which every¬ 
where invested opium, I saw too clearly that any avowed 
use of it would expose me to a rabid persecution * 
Under the sincere and unaffected hope of saving me 
from destruction, I should have been hunted into the 
'grave withm six months I kept my own counsel, 
sakl nothing, awakened no suspicions, persevered more 
and more determinately m the use of opium, and finally 
effected so absolute a conquest over all pulmonary 

• 11 Rabid f>ciSLCution' m —I do not mean that, in the circum¬ 
stances of my individual position, any opening could have 
anstn to an opposition nJbie than verbal, since it would have 
been easy lor me at all times to withdraw myself by hundreds 
of leagues from*controversies upon the rase But the reasons 
for concealment were not the less uigcnt For it would have 
been painful to find mysclJ induced to the dilemma of either 
practising habilua^and complex dissimulation, or, on the other 
hand, of thi owing m3 sell headlong into that liiry vortex of 
hol-he ided ignorance upon the vciy name of opium, which to 
this hour (though a w^tLi less of rancorous bigotry) makes it 
hazardous to avow any daily use of so potent a drug 
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symptoms, as could not have failed to fix upon me the 
astonishment of Clifton, had not the sense of wonder 
been broken by the lingering time consumed in the 
several stages of the malady, and still more effectually 
by my own personal withdrawal from Clifton and its 
neighbourhoods 

Finally, arose what will inevitably turn out a more 

r I 

decisive chapter in such a record I had always 
fixed my eyes and my expectations upon a revolu¬ 
tion in the social history of opium, which could not 
(as I assured in} self) b} accident or by art be materially 
deferred lhe great social machinery of life insurance, 
supposing no other agency to be brought into play, 
how would that affect the great medicinal interests of 
opium? I knew that insurance offices, and the ablest 
actuaries of such offices, were not less ignorant upon 
the real merits of the opium question, and (which wai' 
worse) not less profoundly prejudged, or less fanatical 
in their prejudices, than the rest of society « But, 
then, there were interests, growing continually, which 
would very soon force them^ into relaxing 'these 
prejudices. It would be alleged, at first, that opium- 
eating increased the risk of a life-insurance Waiving 
the question whether it really dtd increase that risk, 
in any case that increase of risk, like other risks, 
could be valued, and must be valued New habits 
were arising in society that I well knew And the 
old machineries for insuring life interests, under these 
or any other shifting conditions, would be obliged to 
adapt themselves to changing circumstances If the 
old offices should be weak enough id persist in their 
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misdirected obstinacy, new ones would arise Mean 
time the history of this question moved through the 
following aspects —Sixti en and seventeen years ago, 
the office! all looked with honor upon opium-eaters 
Thus far, all men mu<£ have disapproved the principles 
of their policy Habitual brandy-drmkers met with 
no repulse And *vet alcohol Lads into da.iy dangers 
—for instance, that of delirium tremens Iiut no man 
ever heard of opium leading into delirium tremens 
In the one ca£c, there arc w til-ascertained and notorious 
dangers besetting the path } but, in the other, supposing 
an) corresponding dangers to exist, they ‘lave yet 
to be discovered However, the offices would not 
look at us who came forward avowing ourselves to 
be opium-eaters Myself m particular tney regarded, 
I believe, as the abomination of deso'ation Ana 
'fourteen offices in succession, within a few months, 
repulsed me as a candid ite for insurance on that 
solitary ground of hiving owned myseli to be an 
opium-eater The insurance was ol very little con- 
seqaeflee to myself, though involving some interest 
to others # And I contented myself with saying, “Ten 
years hence, gentlemen, you vuU have come to under¬ 
stand your own interests better " In less than seven 
years I received a letter from Mr Tait, surgeon to the 
Police Jjorce in Edinburgh, reporting a direct investi¬ 
gation officially pursued by him under private in¬ 
structions received from two or more insurance offices 
I knew, at the beginning of these seven years, or 
had strong reasons for believing, that the habit of 
opiuzn-eating waS spreading extensively, and through 
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classes of society widely disconnected This diffusion 
would, beyond a doubt, as one of its earliest con¬ 
sequences, coerce the insurance offices into a strict 
revision of their old blind policy Accordingly it had 
already done so, and the earliest; fruits of this revolu¬ 
tion were now before me in the proof-sheets so 
obligingly transmitted by Mr Tait His object, as 
I understood it, in sending these proofs to mystlf, 
was simply to collect such additional notices, sug¬ 
gestions, or sceptical queries, as might reasonably be 
anticipated from any reflective opium experience so 
extensive as my own Most unhappily, this gentleman, 
during the course of our brief correspondence, was 
suddenly attacked by typhus fever, and, after a short 
illness, to my own exceeding regret, he died On 
all accounts I had reason for sorrow Knowing him 
only through his very interesting correspondence with' 
myself, I had learned to form high expectations from 
Mr Tait's philosophic spirit and his determined hostility 
to traditional cant. He had recorded, in the com¬ 
munications , made to myself, with great mimicon'ess 
and anxiety for rigour of accuracy, the casts of more 
than ninety patients And he had shown himself 
inexorably deaf to all attempt^ at confounded evils 
specially belonging to opium as a stijnulant, as a 
narcotic, or as a poison, with those which belong to 
opium merely as a cause of constipation or oLher 
ordinary irregularities in the animal economy Most 
people of sedentary habits, but amongst such people 
notoriously those who think much, need some slight 
means of stimulating the watchw6rk< of the animal 
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system into action Neglect of such means will of 
course derange the health But in such derangements, 
there is no special impeachment of opium many 
thousands of agents terminate in the same or more 
obstinate derangements, unless vigilantly counteracted 
The paramount mission of Mr Tait, under his instruc¬ 
tions from insurance offices, as I interpreted his 
o\pu "account of this mission, was, to report firmly 
and decisively upon the tendencies of opium m relation 
to the lengthening or shortening of life At that point 
where his proof-sheets were interrupted by the fatal 
attack of fever, he had not entirely finished his record 
of cases, so that his final judgment or summing-up 
had not commenced It was, however, evident to me 
in what channel this final judgment would have flowed 
To a certainty, he would have authorised his clients 
i ^the insurance offices) to dismiss all anxiety as to the 
life-abridging tendencies of opium But he would 
have • pointed their jealousy in another direction— 
via, this, that in some proportion of cases there 
may always be a reasonable ground for suspecting, 
not the opium as separately in itself any cause of 
mischief, but the opium as a conjectural indication of 
some secret distress or*irntation that had fastened upon 
the system, apd had in that way sought relief, cases, 
m short,, which the use of opium had not caused, but 
which, on the contrary, had caused the use of opium 

_opium having J^een called in to redress or to relieve 

the affection In all such circumstances, the insurance 
office is entitled to call for a frank disclosure of the 
ailment, but notf its hitherto, entitled to assume the 
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opium as itself an ailment It may very easily have 
happened, lhat simply the g<-nu] restoration derived 
rrom opium, its power of qualifying a man suddenly 
to face (that is, upon an hour’s warning to fice) some 
twelve hours 1 unusual exertion, quahfxing him both 
as to spirits and as to strength , or again, simply the 
general purpose of seeking relief from ennui, or tedium 
vita —an) one of these motives may satisfactorily accodnt 
for the applicant's having resorted to opium He 
might reply to the office in Professor Wilson's word/ 
"Gentlemen, I am a Hedonist, and, if you must know 
why I take opium, that’s the reason why ” But still 
upon every admission from a candidate that he took 
opium, it would be a prudent question and a just 
question on the part of the office, to ask “why ” 
and in what circumstances the practice had originated 
If m any local uneasiness, then would arise a natural' 
right on the part of the office to press tor a surgical 
examination But, apart from such special cusr-s, it 
was evident that this acute and experienced surgeon 
saw no reason whatever in tfye sim >Ie practice of 
opium-eating for hesitating r upon a life-insifrance pro¬ 
posal, or for exacting a higher rate of premium 

Here I pause The reader will infer, from what I 
have now said, that all passages, written at an earlier 
period under cloudy and uncorrected views of, the evil 
agencies presumable in opium, stand retracted , although, 


t 

* From the Greek word for voluptuous pleasure —vil, 
Hedone —Professor Wilson coined the English word 

Hedonist , which he sometimes applied in playful reproach to 
uiysclf and others. 
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shrinking from the labour of altering an error diffused 
so widely under my own early misconceptions of the 
truth, I have suffered them to remain as they were 

I " 

My general views upon the powers and natural 
tendencies of opium were all supported and strengthened 
by this fortunate advantage of a professional corre¬ 
spondence Mv special doctrine I now repeat at this 
po&t of valediction, and in a rememberable form Lord 
Bacon said once, too boldly and hazardously, that he 
who discovers*the setnt of making myrrh soluble by 
human blood has discovered the secret of immortal life 
I propose a more modest form of magic—that he who 
discovers the secret of stimulating and keeping up 
unintermittingly the insensible perspiration, has dis¬ 
covered the secret of intercepting pulmonary con¬ 
sumption Jn my medical character, I here take 
ltave of the reader, and fall back into the current of 
mjf regular narrative 

• • 

3 My studies have now been long interrupted I 
cannot* read to myself,with any pleasure, hardly with 
a moment’s endurance Y^t I sometime^ read aloud 
for the pleasure of others, because reading is an 
accomplishment of mine, and, in the slang use of the 
word accomflnhment as a superficial and ornamental 
attaintm 'it, almost.the only one I possess, and formerly, 
if 1 had any vanity at all connected with any endow¬ 
ment or attainment of mine, it was with this, for I 
had observed that no accomplishment is more rare 
Actors are the; worst readers of all John Kemble 
u not effective is a reader, though he has the great 
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advantage of mature scholarship, and his sister, the 
immortal Siddons, with all her superiority to him in 


voice, reads even less effectively She reads nothing 
well but dramatic works In the Paradise Lost, which 


I heard her attempt at Barley Wood, her failure was 
distressing, almost as distressing as the sycophantic 
applause of the surrounding corrfpany—all lost, of 
course, in nearly speechless admiration Yet I 'km 
sensible that this contemptuous feeling for the circle 
of admirers is scarcely justified What should thfe pool 
creatures have done? Already, in the mere attempt 
to win their suffrages, in placing herself once again 
upon trial, there was a condescension on the part of 
Mrs Siddons, after which free judgment became im¬ 
possible I felt a wish to address Mrs Siddons thus 
—You that have read to royalty at Windsor, nay, 
have even been desired to sit dcrum at Windsor whilst 


reading, ever afterwards are a privileged person, lia'ole 
to no accent of truth Our feelings, as not fVee to 
take any natural expression, can be of no value 
Suffer us to be silent, if only fcr the dignity of v human 
nature And do you yourvlf be silent, if only for the 
dignity of that once unequalled voice Neither Cole¬ 
ridge nor Southey is a good reader of verse Southey 
is admirable almost in all things, but not in this 
Both he and Coleridge read as if r r>ing, or at least 
wailing lugubriously People in general either read 
poetry without any passion at all, or’else overstep the 
modesty of nature Of late, if I have felt moved by 
anything in books, it has been by r the fc grand lamenta¬ 
tions of Samson Agonistes , or the great harmonies of 
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the Satanic speeches in Paradise Regained , when read 
aloud by myself We are far from towns, but a young 
lady sometimes comes and drinks tea with us, at her 

request and M-’s, I now and then read Wordsworth’s 

poems to them (Wordsworth, by the bye, is the only 
poet I ever met who could read his own verses, often, 
lndeeji, he jreads admirably) 
tor nearly two years I believe that I read nothing 
and studied nothing Analytic studies are continuous 
studies, and not to be pursued by fits and starts, or 
fragmentary efforts All these were become insupport¬ 
able to me, 1 shrank from them with a sense of 
powerless and infantine feebleness that gave me an 
anguish the greater from remembering the time when 
I grappled with them to my own hourly delight, and 
for this furrier reason, because I had devoted the 
labour of my whole life, had dedicak d my intellect, 
blbssoms and fruits, fd the slow and elaborate toil of 
constf acting one single work, to which I Had presumed 
to^give the title of an unfinished work of Spinosa's— 
viz, *Dc Rmendatione % Hu mam Intel/tettis This was 

now lymg locked up as ®by frost, like any Spanish 
bridge or aqueduct bggun upon too great a scale for 
the resources of the architect, and, instead of surviving 
me, as a moflument of wishes at least, and aspirations, 
and long labours, dedicated to the exaltation of human 
nature in that way in which God had best fitted me 
to promote so great an object, it was likely to stand 
a memorial to my children of hopes defeated, of 
baffled efforts, of materials uselessly accumulated, of 
foundations laid* that were never to support a super 
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structure, of the grief and the rum of the architect* 
In this state of imbecility, I had, for amusement, turned 
my attention to political economy, my understanding, 
which formerly had been as active and restless as a 
panther, could not, I suppose, (sc long as I lived at 
all), sink into utter lethargy , and political economy 
offers this advantage to a person ih my state, 4 that, 
though it is eminently an organic science (no part, 
that is to say, but what acts on the whole, as the 
whole again reacts on and through each part;, yet 
still the several parts may be detached and contemplated 
singly Great as was the prostration of my powers 
at this time, yet I could not forget my knowledge, and 
my understanding had been for too many years intimate 
with severe thinkers, with logic, and the great masters 
of knowledge, not to be aware of a great call made 
by political economy at this crisis for a new law ana 
a transcendent legislator Suddenly, in iSi8, a friend 
in Edinburgh sent me down Mr Ricardo’s book;-and, 
recurring to my own prophetic anticipation of some 
coming legislator for this science, I said, before I had 
finished the first chapter, “ Thou art tne man I ” 
Wonder and curiosity were emotions that had long 
been dead in me Yet I wondered once more— 
wondered at myself that could once again be stimu¬ 
lated to the effort) of reading, and much more I 
wondered at the book llau this profound work been 
really written during the tumultuous hurry of the 
nineteenth century? Could it be that an English 
man, and he not in academic bowers, n but oppressed 
by mercantile and senatorial cares, had accomplished 



3*5 


AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 

what all the universities of Europe, and a century 
of thought, had failed even to advance by one hair's- 
breadth ? Prcv ious writers had been crushed and 
overlaid V»y the enormous weights of facts, details, 
and exceptions, Mn Ricardo had deduced, a priori^ 
from the understanding itself, laws which first shot 
arrowy ligjit into* the dark chaos of materials, and 
had thus constructed what hitherto was but a collec¬ 
tion of tent itive discussions into a scuta e t/ regular 
proportions, now first standing upon an eternal basis 

Thus did one simple* work of a profound under¬ 
standing avail to give nu a pleasure ami an activity 
which I had not known tor years, it roi r u me even 

to write, or, at least, to dictate what M-wrote for 

me It seemed to me that some important truths had 
escaped evqp 11 the inevitable eye” of Mr Ricardo, 
and, as these were, for the most part, of such a nature 
that I could express or illustrate them briefly and 
elegantly by algtbraic symbols, the whole would 
najdly have reached the bulk of a pamphlet With 

M-— for my amanuwsis, even at this time, incapable 

as I was of all general exertion, I drew up, therefore, 
my P? clcgomena to fill Future Systems of Political 
Economy 

r Ihis exertlbn, however, was but a momentary flash, 
as the •sequel showed Arrangements were made at 
a provincial press, about eighteen miles distant, for 
printing it Ai! additional compositor was retained 
for some days, on this account The work was even 
twice advertised, and I was, in a manner, pledged to 
the fulfilment of my intention But I had a preface 
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to write, and a dedication, which I wished to make 
impressive, to Mr Ricardo I found myself quite 
unable to accomplish all this The arrangements 
were countermanded, the compositor dismissed, and 
my Prolegomena rested peacefully by the side of its 
elder and more dignified brother 

In thus describing and illustrating my intellectual 
torpor, I use terms that apply, more or less, to ev£ry 
part of the years during which I was under the 
Circean spells of opium But for misery and suffering, 
I might, indeed, be said to have existed m a dormant 
state I seldom could prevail on myself to write a 
letter, an answer of a few words, to any that I 
received, was the utmost that I could accomplish, 
and often that not until the letter had lain for weeks, 
or even months, on my writing-table Without the 

aid of M-, my whole domestic economy, whatever 

became of political economy, must have gone into 
irretrievable confusion I shall not afterwards dllude 
to this part of the case, it is one, however, which the 
opium-eater will find, in the end most oppressive and 
tormenting, from the sense „of incapacity and feeble¬ 
ness, from the direct embarrassments incident to the 

c 

neglect or procrastination of each day's appropriate 
labours, and from the remorse which * must often 
exasperate the stings of these evils tp a conscientious 
mind The opium-eater loses none of his moral 
sensibilities or aspirations, he wishes* and longs as 
earnestly as ever to realise what he believes possible, 
and feels to be exacted by duty, but ljis intellectual 
apprehension of what is possible infinitely outruns 
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his power, not of execution only, but even of propos¬ 
ing or willing He lies under a world's weight of 
incubus and nightmare, he lies in sight of all that he 
would fain perform, just as a man forcibly confined 
to his bed by the mortal languor of paralysis, who is 
compelled to witness injury or outrage offered to some 
object of his tenierest love —he would lay down his 
Iiftf he might but rise and walk, but he is powerless 
as an infant, and cannot so much as make an effort 
to move. * 

But from this I now pass to what is the main 
subject of these latter Confessions—to the history and 
journal of what took place in my dreams, for these 
were the immediate and proximate cause of shadowy 
terrors that settled and brooded over my whole 
waking life 

•• The first notice I had of any important change 
going on in this part §f my physical economy, was from 
the r»»awaking of a state of eye oftentimes incident to 
childhood I know not whether my reader is aware 
that many children hg.ve a power of painting, as it 
were, upofl the darkness all sorts of phantoms, m 
some that power is simply a mechanic affection of 
the eye, others have a voluntary or semi-voluntary 
power to dismiss or summon such phantoms, or, as 
a child .once said to me, when I questioned him on 
this matter, 11 1 can tell them to go, and they go, 
but sometimes they come when I don't tell them to 
come.” He had by one-half as unlimited a command 
over apparitions as a Roman centurion over his 
soldiers. In the middle of 1817 this faculty became 
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increasingly distressing to me at night, when I lay 
awake in bed, vast processions moved along con 
tinually in mournful pomp } friezes of never-ending 
stones, that to my feelings were as sad arid solemn 
as stories drawn from times beio/e CEdipus or Priam, 
before T}re before Memphis And, concurrently with 
this, a corresponding change took plkce in my dreams, 
a theatre seemed suddenly opened and lighted x up 
within my brain, whu h presented nightly spectacles 
of more than earthly splendour And the four follow¬ 
ing facts rnay be mentioned, as noticeable at this 
time — 

1 That, as the creame state of the eye increased, 
a sympathy setmed to arise between the w r aking and 
the dre *ming states of the brain in one point—that 
whatsoever I happened to call up and to trace by a 
voluntary act upon the darkness was very apt tu 
transfer itself to my dreams, at length I feared 

to exercise this faculty, for, as Midas turned all things 
to gold that yet baffled his hopes and defrauded his 
human desires, so whatsoever tjnngs capable of* being 
visually represented I did but think of lh the dark¬ 
ness, immediately sh iped themselves into phantoms 
for the eye, and, by a process apparently no less 
inevitable, when thus once traced in faint. and visionary 
colours, like writings in sympathetic ink, they were 
drawn out, by the fierce chemistry of my dreams, 
into insufferable splendour that fretted siy heart 

a r lhis and all other changes in my dreams were 
accompanied by deep-seated anxiety and funereal melan¬ 
choly, such as are wholly incommunicable by words I 
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seemed every night to descend—not metaphorically, but 
literally to descend—into chasms and sunless abysses, 
depths below depths, from which it seemed hopeless that 
I could e^er re-ascend Nor did I, by wal mg, f*el that 
I had re-ascended M^hy should I dwell upon this ? For 
indeed the state of gloom which attended these gorgeous 
spectacles, amounfcng at last to utter darkness, as of 
soitie suiciSal despondency, cannot he approached by 
words 

3 The senife of space, and in the end the sense of 
time, were both powerfully affected Buddings, landscapes, 
etc, were exhibited in proportions so \ast as the bodily 
eye is not fitted to r<-c s?ive. Space swelled, and was 
amplified to an extent of unutterable and self-repeating 
infinity Tins disturbed me very much less than the 
vast expansion of time Sometimes I seemed to have 
kved for seventy or a hundred years in one night, nay, 
sometimes had feeling* representative of a duration far 
beyond the limits of any human experience 

4 lhe minutest incidents of childhood, or forgotten 
scehesof later years, were often revived I could not be 
said to recollect them, for^ if I had been told of them 
when waking, I should not have been able to acknow¬ 
ledge them as parts ol *my past experience But placed 
they were before me, in dreams like intuitions, and 
clothed nj all their evanescent circumstances and accom¬ 
panying feelings, f recognised them instantaneously I 
was once told by*a near relative of mine, that having in 
her childhood fallen into a river, and being on the very 
verge of death but for the assistance which reached her 
at the last critical lhoment, she saw in a moment her 
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whole life, clothed in its forgotten incidents, arrayed 
before her as m a mirror, not successively, but simul¬ 
taneously, and she had a faculty developed as suddenly 
for comprehending the whole and eveiy pari* This, 
from some opium experiences, I .can believe, I have, 
indeed, seen the same thing asserted twice in modern 
books, and accompanied by a remaik which probably 
is true—viz, that the dread book of account, which vhe 

* The heroine of this remaikahJc case uas a girl about 
nine years old ,1 and there can be little doubt that she'looked 
down as tar within the crater of death—that awful volcano 
—as any human being ever can have done that ha9 lived to 
draw back and to report her experience Not less than ninety 
years did she survive this memorable escape , and I may 
describe her as in all respects a woman of remarkable and 
interesting qualities She enjoyed throughout her long life, 
a> the reader will readily inter, serene and cloudless health a 
had a masculine understanding , reverenced truth not le** 
than did the Evangelists, and led a life of saintly devotion, 
such as might hate glorified “Hilarion or Paul* f —(The words 
in italic are Ariosto s )—I mention these traits as characterising 
her m a memorable extent, that the reader may not suppose 
himself relying upon a dealer in exaggerations, 1 poh a 
credulous enthusiast, or upon a careless wielder of language- 
Forty-five years had intervenecl between the first time and 
the Iasi time of her telling me this anecdote, and not one iota 
had shifted its gtound amongst the incidents, nor had any 
the most trivial of the circnmstantiations suffered change 
The scene of the accident was the least of valleys, what the 
Greeks of old would have called an dyicos, and we English 
should properly call a dell Human tenant it had none even 
at noonday it WA9 a solitude, and would oftentimes have been 
a silent solitude but for the brawling of a brook—not broad, 
but occasionally deep—which ran along the, base of the little 
hills Into this brook, probably into onii of its dangerous 
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Scriptures speak of, is, in fact, the mind itself of each 
individual Of this, at least, I feel assured, that there is 
no such thing as ultimate forgetting, traces once im¬ 
pressed u^oii the memory are indestructible, a thousand 
accidents may and interpose a veil between our 
present consciousness and the secret inscriptions on the 
mind Accidents fcf the same sort will also rend away 
thuf veil But alike, whether veiled or unveiled, the in¬ 
scription remains for ever , just as the stars seem to 
withdraw befofe the common light of day, whereas, in 

pools, the child fell and, according to the ordinary chances, 
she could have had but a slender prospect indeed of any 
deliverance , for, although a dwelling-house was close by, 
it was shut out from view by the undulations of the ground. 
How long the child lay m the water was probably never 
inquired earnestly until the answer had become irrecoverable i 
*»r a servant, whose care the child was then confided, had 
a natural interest m suppressing the whole case From the 
child’s own account, it Riould seem that asphyxia must have 
annouiftred its commencement A process of struggle and 
deadly suffocation was passed through half consciously This 
prosess a terminated by a sudden blow apparently on or tn the 
brain, after ^vluch there Was no pain or conflict, but in an 
instant succeeded a dazzling sush of light, immediately after 
which came the solemn apocalypse of the entire past life 
Meantime, the child s disappearance in the water had happily 
been witnessed by a farmer who rented some fields in this 
little solitude, and by a rare accident was riding through them 
at the moment No^ being very well mounted, he was retarded 
by the hedges and other fences in making his way down to 
the water, some yme w r as thus lost , but once at the spot, 
he leaped in, booted and spurred, and succeeded in delivering 
one that must have been as nearly counted amongst the 
populations of th$ ^rave as perhaps the laws of the shadowy 
world can suffer to iteturn I 
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fact, we all know that it is the light which is drawn over 
them as a veil, and that they are waiting to be revealedj 
whenever the obv unng daylight itself ^hall have with¬ 
drawn 1 


Having noticed these four fa^ts as memorably dis¬ 
tinguishing my dreams from those of health, I shall now 
cite a few illustrative cases, and shall then cite such 
others as I remember, in any order that may give them 
most effect as pictures to the reader 

I had been in youth, and ever since, for occasional 
amusement, a great reader of Livy, whom I confess that 
I prefer, both for style and matter, to any other of the 
Roman historians , and I had often felt as solemn and 


appalling sounds, emphatically representative of Roman 
majesty, the two words so often occurring m Livy, Consul 
Romanus, especially when the consul is introduced in his 
military character I mean to say, that the words king, 
sultan, regent, etc, or anv otfyfr titles of those vho 
embody in their own persons the collects e majesty of a 
great people, had less power over my reverential feelings 
I had also, though no great reader of history*' nnlade 
myself critically familiar with one period" of English 
history—viz, the period of the Parliamentary War— 
having been attracted by the moral grandeur of some 
who figured in that day, and by the interesting memoirs 
which survive those unquiet times Both tbesf parts of 
my lighter reading, having furnished me often with 
matter of reflection, now furivslied rrv* with matter ior 
my dreams Often I used to see, after painting upon 


the blank darkness a sort of rehearsal whilst waking. 


a 


crowd of ladies, and perhaps a festival*and dances And 
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I heard it said, or I said to myself, “ These are English 
ladies from the unhappy times of Charles 1 These an. 
the wives and daughters of those who met in peace, am 
sat at the*same tables, and were allied by marriage or b\ 
blooJ and yet, after^ a certain day in August 1642,* 
never smiled upon each other again, nor met but in the 
held of bittle, and at Marston Moor, at Newbury, or a f 
NaSefiy, cLit asunder all Pcs of love by the cruel sabre 
and % t ishtd away in blood the memory of ancient friend 
ship ” . 1 lu '.'TV s danced, and looked as lonely as at th 
court of Geoitt IV Yet even in iuy dream I knew that 
they h'ld been in the k ,rave for nearly two centuries 
Ihis oageanL would suddenly dissolve, ami, at a clap¬ 
ping of hards, would be heard the heart-shaking sound 
of I 0 mil Romania and immuLately came “ sweeping 
by/’ in gorgeous paludaments, Paullus or Marius, girt 
♦hound by a cominn\ of centurions, with the crimson 
tunic t hoisted on a spt^r, and followed by the alalagmos J 
of theeRoman legions 

* I think (but at the moment have no means of verifying 
my *:on^rcture) that this day was the 24th of August On or 
about that d^y Charles raised the royal standard at Notting¬ 
ham , which, ominously enough (considering the strength of 
such superstitions in the seventeenth century, and, amongst 
the generations of that century, more especially in this par¬ 
ticular generation ofr the Parliamentary War), was blown down 
during the succeeding night Let me remark, in passing, that 
no falsehood can visually be greater or more malicious than 
that which imputes to Archbishop Laud a special or exceptional 
+<nth in such mute ^prnings 

t 11 The crimson tunic 1 —The signal which announced a day 
of battle 

t 41 Alalagmos 'V -& word expiessing collectively the gathering 
of the Roman war-cries— AlAla y Aldla ! 
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Many years ago, when I was looking over Piranesi's 
Antiquities of Rome, Coleridge, then standing by, 
described to me a set of plates from that artist, called his 
Dreams , and which record the scenery of his dwn visions 
during the delirium of a fever Sogie of these (I described 
only from memory of Coleridge's account) represented 
vast Gothic halls, on the floor of \fhich stood mighty 
engines and machinery, wheels, cables, catapults*, &tc 
expressive of enormous power put forth, or resistance 
overcome Creeping along the sides of the walls, you 
perceived a staircase, and upon this, groping his way 
upwards, was Piranesi himself Follow the stairs a little 
farther, and you perceive them reaching an abrupt 
termination, without any balustrade, and allowing no 
step onwards to him who should reach the extremity, 
except into the depths below Whatever is to become 
of poor Piranesi, at least you suppose that his labours 
must now in some way terminate But raise your eyes, 
and behold a second flight of stairs still higher, on which 
again Piranesi is perceived, by this time standing on the 
very brink of the abyss Once again elevate year"eye 
and a still more aerial flight is described \ and there, 
again, is the delirious Piranesi, busy on his aspiring 
labours • and so on, until the unfinished stairs and the 
hopeless Piranesi both are lost in the upper gloom of 
the hall With the same power of endless growth and 
self-reproduction did my architecture proceed in dreams 
In the early stage of the malady, the splendours of my 
dreams were indeed chiefly architectural, and I beheld 
such pomp of cities and palaces as never yet was 
beheld by the waking eye, unless in che clouds From 
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a great modem poet * I cite the part of a passage 
which describes, as an appearance actually beheld in 
the clouds, what m many of its circumstances I saw 
frequently in sleep 

The appearance, instantaneously disclosed, 

Was of a mighty city—boldly say 

# A wilderness of building, sinking far 

And self-withdrawn into a wondrous depth, 

Far sinking into splendour without end ! 

'Fabric it seem’d of diamond and of gold. 

With alabaster domes and silver spires, 

And blazing terrace upon terrace, high 
Uplifted , here, serene pavilions bright, 

In avenues disposed , there towers begirt 
With battlements that on their restless fronts 
Bore stars—illumination of all gems I 
4 By earthly nature had the effect been wrought 
Upon the dark materials of the storm 
Now pacified , ofi them, and on the coves, 

And mountain-steeps and summits, whereunto 
" The vapours had receded—taking there 

"Their station undjr a cerulean sky 

The sublime circumstance— 11 that on their restless fronts 
bore stars”—might Ifave been copied from my own 
architectural dreams, so often did it occur We hea r it 
reported^ of Dryden, and in later times of Fuseli, that 

* 14 From a great modem poet ” —What poet? It was 
Wordsworth, an* why did I not formerly name him? This 
throws a light backwards upon the strange history of 
Wordsworth’s reputation The year in which I wrote and 
published these Confessions was 1821 , and at that time the 

X, name of Wordsworth, though beginning to emerge from the 
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they ate raw meat for the sake of obtaining splendid 
dreams how much better, for such a purpose, to have 
eaten opium, which yet I do not remember that any 
poet is recorded to have done, except the dramatist 
Shad well, and in ancient days, Homer is, I think, 
rightly reputed to have known the virtues of opium 
as a (pdpfxatop pifT€y$€ f —ix , as an anodyne 

To my architecture succeeded dreams of lakes a\ d 
silvery expanses of water these haunted me so much, 
that I feared lest some dropsical state oi tendcn y of 
the brain might thus be making itself (to use a meta¬ 
physical word) objective } * and that the sentient organ 
might be projecting itself as its cwn object For two 
months I suffered greatly in my head—a part of my 

dark cloud of scorn and contumely which had hitherto over¬ 
shadowed it, was yet most imperfectly established Not until 
ten years later was his greatness cheerfully and generally 
acknowledged I, therefore, as the very earliest (without one 
exception) of all who came forward, in the beginning of his 
career, to honour and welcome him, shrank with disgust from 
making any sentence of mine the occasion for an explo ion of 
vulgar malice against him But the grandeur of ihe passage 
here cited inevitably spoke for itself, and he that would have 
been most scornful on hearing the n^me of the poet coupled 
with this epithet ot 11 great" could not but find his malice inter¬ 
cepted, and himself cheated into cordial admnation, by the 
splendour of the verses 

• “ Objective” —This word, so nearly unintelligible in 1821, 
so intensely scholastic, and, consequent!} , when surrounded by 
familiar and vernacular words, sc apparently pedantic, yet, on 
the other hand, so indispensable to accurate thinking, and to 
wide thinking, has since 1821 become too common to need any 
apology 
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bodily structure which had hitherto been so clear from 
all touch or taint of weakness (physically, I mean), 
that I used to say of it, as the last Lord Orford said 
of his stomach, that it seemed likely to survive the 
rest of my person Till now, I had never felt a 
headache even, or any the slightest pain, except 
rheumatic pains caused by my own folly 
ffrte waters gradually changed their character—from 
translucent lakes, shining like mirrors, they became 
seas and oceatis And now came a tremendous change, 
which, unfolding itself slowly like a scroll, through many 
months, promised an abiding torment, and, m fact, 
it never left me, though recurring more or less inf«r 
mittingly Hitherto the human face had olten mixed 
in my dreams, but not despotically, nor with any 
special power of tormenting But now that affection, 
which I hatfe called the tyranny of the human face, 
b^gan to unfold it^plf Perhaps some part of my 
London life (the searching for Ann amongst fluctuating 
# crowds) might be answerable for this Be that as it 
miy, aiow it was that^ upon the rocking waters of the 
ocean the •human face bejjan to reveal itself, the sea 
appeared paved with innumerable faces, upturned to 
the heavens, faces, imploring, wrathful, despairing, 
faces that sujged upwards by thousands, by myriads, 
by generations- infinite was my agitation, my mind 
tossed, as it seemed, upon the billowy ocean, and 
weltered upon tl^p weltering waves 

May 1818—Ihe Malay has been a fearful enemy 
for months Every night, through his means, I have 
been transported lflto Asiatic scenery. I know not 
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whether others share in my feelings on this point; but 
I have often thought that if I were compelled to forgo 
England, and to live in China, among Chinese manners 
and modes of life and scenery, I should go mad The 
causes of my horror lie deep, and some of them must 
be common to others Southern Asia, in general, is 
the seat of awful images and asso nations As the 
cradle of the human race, if on no other ground/ at 
would have a dim, reverential feeling connected with 
it But there are other reasons No man can pretend 
*hat the wild, barbarous, and capricious superstitions 
of Africa, or of savage tribes elsewhere, affect him m 
the way that he is affected by the ancient, monumental, 
cruel, and elaborate religions of Hmdostan The mere 
antiquity of Asiatic things, of their institutions, 
histones, above all, of their mythologies, etc, is so 
impressive, that to me the vast age of the race and 
name overpowers the sense of youth in the mdividu?! 
A young Chinese seems to me an antediluvian man 
renewed Even Englishmen, though not bred in any 
knowledge of such institutions, cannot but shudder at 
the mystic sublimity of castes that have flowed apart, 
and refused to mix, through such immemorial tracts 
of time, nor can any man fan to be awed by the 
sanctity of the Ganges, or by the vtry name of the 
Euphrates It contributes much to these feelings that 
South-eastern Asia is, and has been for thousands 
of years, the part of the earth most swarming with 
human life, the great ojjieuia gentium Man is a weed 
m those regions The vast empires, also, into which 
the enormous population of Asia has always been 
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cast, give a further sublimity to the feelings associated 
with all oriental names or images In China, over 
and above what it has m common with the rest of 
Southern Asia, I am terrified by the modes of life, by 
the manners, by the -barrier of utter abhorrence placed 
between myself and thcm y by counter-sympathies deeper 
than^ I can analjfbe I could sooner live with lunatics, 
with vermin, with crocodiles or snakes All this, and 
much more than I can say, the reader must enter 
into before he can comprehend the unimaginable horror 
which these dreams of oriental imagery and mytho¬ 
logical tortures impressed upon me Under the con¬ 
necting feeling of tropical heat and vertical sunlights, 
I brought together all creatures, birds, beasts, reptiles, 
all trees and plants, usages and appearances, that are 
found in §11 tropical regions, and assembled them 
together in China or Hmdostan From kindred feelings, 
I• soon brought Egft)t and her gods under the same 
law. * I was stared at, hooted at, grinned at, chattered 
•at^ by monkeys, by paroquets, by cockatoos I ran 
into pagodas, and was Jixed for centuries at the summit, 
or in secret rooms, I was the idol, I v as the priest, 
I was worshipped, \ was sacrificed I fled from the 
wrath of Brama through all the forests of Asia, Vishnu 
hated me, Sieva lay in wait for me I came suddenly 
upon Isfs and Qfiris I had done a deed, they said, 
which the ibis and the crocodile trembled at. 
Thousands of J'ears l lived and was buried in stone 
coffins, with mummies and sphinxes, in narrow chambers 
at the heart • gf eternal pyramids I was kissed, 
with cancerous kisses by crocodiles, and was laid, 
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endless days of summer ; and any particular death, if 
not actually more affecting, at least haunts my mind more 
obstinately and besiegmgly, m that season ^ Perhaps 
this cause, and a slight incident which I omit, might 
have been the immediate occasions of the following 
dream, to uhich, however, a pre-disposition must always 
have existed in my mind, but, Having £>een once 
roused, it never left me, and split into a thousand 
fantastic variations, which often suddenly re-combmed, 

i 

locked back into startling unity, and restored the 
original dream 

I thought that it was a Sunday morning in May, 
that it was Easter Sunday, and as yet very early in 
the morning I was standing, as it seemed to me, at 
the door of my own cottage Right before me lay 
the very scene which could really be commanded from 
that situation, but exalted, as was usual, and solemnised 
by the power of dreams There were the same 
mountains, and the same lovely valley at their feet, 
but the mountains were raised to more than Alpijie 
height, and there was interspace far large^r between 
them of savannahs and forest lawns, the hedges were 
rich with white roses, and no living creature was to be 
seen, excepting that in the green churchyard there were 
cattle tranquilly reposing upon the verdant graves, and 
particularly round about the grave of a child whom I 
had once tenderly loved, just as I had really beheld 
them, a little before sunrise, in the sariie summer when 
that child died I gazed upon the well-known scene, 
and I said to myself, "It yet wants ^nwch of sunrise, 
and it is Easter Sunday, and that is the day on which 
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they celebrate the first-fruits of Resurrection I will 
walk abroad, old griefs shall be forgotten to-day for 
the air 4s cool and still, and the hills are high, and 
stretch away to heaven, and the churchyard is as 
verdant as the forest lawns, and the forest lawns are 
as quiet as the fhurchyard, and with the dew I can 
w^sk the#fever from my forehead, and then I shall 
be unhappy no longer ” I turned, as if to open my 
garden gate* and immediately I saw upon the left a 
scene far different, but which yet the power of dreams 
had reconciled into harmony The scene was an 
oriental one, and there also it was Easter Sunday, and 
very early m the morning And at a vast distance were 
visible, as a stain upon the horizon, the dome* and 
cupolas of a great city—an image or faint abstraction, 
^caught perhaps in childhood from some picture ot 
Jerusalem And not a bow-shot from me, upon a 
ston^ shaded by Judean palms, there sat a woman, 
and I looked, and it was—Ann ] She fixed her eyes 
upon^me earnestly, and I said to her at length, “So, 
then, I have found yftu at last" I waited, but she 
answered me not a word* Her face was the same as 
when I saw it last,* the same, and yet, again, how 
different I Seventeen years ago, when the lamp-11 ght 
of mighty London fell upon her face, as for the last 
time I kissed hfl lips (lips, Ann, that to me were not 
polluted 1), her eyes were streaming with tears The 
tears were now no longer seen Sometimes she seemed 
altered , yet again sometimes not altered, and hardly 
older Her Ibqjts* were tranquil, but with unusual 
‘solemnity of expression, and I now gazed upon hei 
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with some awe Suddenly her countenance drew dim, 
and, turning to the mountains, I perceived vapours 
rolling between us m a moment all had vumshed, 
thick darkness came on, and in the twinkling of an 
eye I was far away from mountains, and by lamp-light 
m London, walking again with Ann —just as we had 
walked, when both children, eighteen years before, a f ic*-g 
the endless terraces of Oxford Street 

Then suddenly would coine a dream of far different 
character—a tumultuous dream—-commencing with a 
music such as now I often heard in sleep—music of 
preparation and of awakening suspense The undula¬ 
tions of fast-gathering tumults were like the opening of 
the Coronation Anthem, and, like / hat , gave the feeling 
of a multitudinous movement, of infinite cavalcades filing 
off, and the tread of innumerable armies Ihe morning 
was come of a mighty day—a day o^cnsis and of ultimate 
hope for human nature, then suffering mysterious ec 1 pse, 
and labouring in some dread extremity Somewhere, 
but I knew not where—somehow^ but I knew not how 
—by some beings, but I kney not by whom—a battle, 
a strife, an agony, was travelling through all its stages 
—was evolving itself, like the catastrophe of some 
mighty drama, with which my sympathy was the more 
insupportable, from deepening confusion as to jts local 
scene 9 its cause, its nature, and its undecipherable issue 
I (as is usual in dreams where, of necessity, we 
make ourselves central to every movement) had the 
power, and yet had not the power, to decide it I had 
the power, if I could raise inyself to will it, and yet 
again had not the power, for the weight of twenty 
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Atlantics was upon me, or the oppression of inexpiable 
guilt “ Deeper than ever plummet sounded,” I lay 
inactive^ Then, like a chorus, the passion deepened 
Some greater interest was at stake, some mightier 
cause, than ever yet the sword had pleaded, or trumpet 
had proclaimed Then came sudden alarms , hurryings 
tcj jind £o, trepidations of innumerable fugitives, I 
knew not whether from the good cause or the bad, 
darkness and lights , tempest and human faces and 
at last, with the c ense that all was lost, female forms, 
and the features that were worth all the world to me, 
and but a moment allowed—and clasped hands, with 
heart-breaking partings, and then — everlasting fare- 
wells * and, with a sigh such as the caves of hell sighed 
when the incestuous mother uttered the abhorred name 
of Death* the sound was reverberated — everlasting 
farewells I and again, and yet again reverberated— 
everlasting farew ell? i 

And I awoke in struggles, and cried aloud, “I will 
$Jeep no more 1 ” 

Now, at last, !• had become awestruck at the 
approach of sleep, uncter the condition of visions so 
afflicting, <ind so intensely life-like as those which 
persecuted mj phantom-haunted brain More and 
more also “I lelt violent palpitations in some internal 
region* such as are commonly, but erroneously, called 
palpitations of the heart—being, as I suppose, referable 
exclusively to* derangements in the stomach These 
were evidendy increasing rapidly in frequency and in 
strength Naturally, therefore, on considering how im¬ 
portant my life had become to others besides myself 
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I became alarmed, and I paused seasonably, but 
with a difficulty that is past all description Either 
way it seemed as though death had, in 4 , military 
language, “ thrown himself astride of my path ” 
Nothing short of mortal anguish, in a physical sense, 
it seemed, to wean myself from opium, yet, on the 
other hand, death through overwhelming nervous te^cjrs 
—death by brain fever or by lunacy—seemed too 
certainly to besiege the alternative course Fortunately 
I had still so much of firmness left as to face that 
choice, which, with most of instant suffering, showed 
m the far distance a possibility of final escape 

This possibility was realised I did accomplish my 
escape And the issue of that particular stage in my 
opium experiences (for such it was—simply a provisional 
stage, that paved the way subsequently for many milder 
scages, to which gradually my constitutional system 
accommodated itself) was, pretty nfearly in the following 
words, communicated to my readers m the earliest 
edition of these Confessions 

I triumphed But infer not, reader, from this word 
u triumphed ” a condition of jojf or exultation Think of 
me as of one, even when four .months had passed, 
still agitated, writhing, throbbing, palpitating, shattered, 
and much, perhaps, in the situation of him who has 
been racked, as 1 collect the torments of thatt state 
from the affecting account of them left by a most 
innocent sufferer * (in the time of JarAes I ) Mean- 

# William Lithgow His book (Travels, etc ) is tedious and 
not well written , but the account of his 6wn' sufferings on the 
rack at Malaga, and subsequently, is overpowenngly affecting. 
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time, I derived no benefit from any medicine whatever, 
except ammoniated tincture of valerian The moral 
of the narrative is addressed to the opium-eater , and 
therefore, of necessity, limited in its application If 
he is taught to fear and tremble, enough has been 
effected But hg may say that the issue of my case 
least a proof that opium, after an eighteen years’ 
use, and an eight years’ abuse of its powers, may still 
be renounce^, and that he may chance to bring to 
the task greater energy that I did, or that, with a 
stronger constitution, he may obtain the same results 
with less This may be true, I would not presume 
to measure the efforts of other men by my own 
Heartily I wish him more resolution, heartily I wish 
him an equal success Nevertheless, I had motives 
external tm myself winch he may unfortunately want, 
and these supplied me with conscientious supports, such 
as ^nerely selfish ufterests might fail m supplying to a 
mmd debilitated by opium 

• Lord Bacon conjectures that it may be as painful 
to be bgrn as to die * That seems probable, and, 
during the whole penoH of diminishing the opium, 

Less circumstantial, bul the same in tendency, is the report of 
tlicj-esults fiym toiture published in 1830 by Juan Van H«Jen. 

• In all former editions, I had ascribed this sentiment to 
Jeremy Taylor eOn a close search, however, wishing to verify 
the quotation, it appeared lhal I had been mistaken Some¬ 
thing very like it occurs more than once in the bishop’s 
voluminous wniings but the exact passage moving in my 
mind had evident!} been this which follow*, from Lord Bacon’s 
Essay on ^ It is as natural to die as to be born , and 

to a little infant perhaps the one is as painful as the other BP 
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I had the torments of a man passing out of one mode 
of existence into another, and liable to the mixed or 
the alternate pains of birth and death The i^sue was 
not death, but a sort of physical regeneration, and 
I may add, that ever since, at intervals, I have had 
a restoration of more than youthful spirits 

One memorial of my former condition nevertheless 
remains my dreams are not calm, the dread swell 
and agitation of the storm have not wholly subsided, 
the legions that encamped in them are drawing off, 
but not departed, my sleep is still tumultuous, and, 
like the gates of Paradise to our first parents when 
looking back from afar, it is still (in the tremendous 
line of Milton). 

With dreadful faces thronged and ficrj arms. 



THE DAUGHTER OF LEBANON. 


Damascus, first-bor^ of cities, Om el Dema* mother 
of generations, that wast before Abraham, that wast 
before the Py&mids I what sounds are those that 
from a postern gate, looking eastwards over secret 
paths that wind away to the far distant desert, break 
the solemn “silence of an oriental night? Whose voice 
is that which calls upon the spearmen, keeping watch 
for ever in the turret surmounting the gate, to receive 
him back into his Syrian home? Thou knowest him, 
Damascus, and hast known him in seasons of trouble 


as one learned in the afflictions of man, wise alike to 
take counsel for the suffering spirit or for the suffer 
mg body The voice that breaks upon the night is the 
•voice of a great evangelist—one of the four, and he 
ts*also a great physician This do the watchmen at 
the gate thankfully acknowledge, and joyfully they 
giv£ him entrance % His sandals are white with dust, 
for he lias been roaming for weeks beyond the desert, 
under the guidance of Arabs, on missions of hopeful 
benignity to Palmyra, f and in spirit he is weary of 


* “ Om el Dema " —Mother of the World is the Arabic title 
of Damascus ffhat it was before Abraham —ue , already an 
old establishment much more than a thousand years before 
the siege of 'Sroy, and than two thousand years before our 
Christian era—may be inferred from Gen xv 2 , and by the 
general consent of all eastern races, Damascus is accredited as 
taking precedency yi age of all cities to the v\ est of the Indus, 
t Palmyra had not yet reached its meridian splendour of 
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all things, except faithfulness to God, and burning 
love to man 

Eastern cities are asleep betimes, and sounds few 
or none fretted the quiet of all around hum, as the 
evangelist paced onward to the market-place, but 
there another scene awaited him On the right hand, 
in an upper chamber, with lattices Widely pxpanfl^d, 
sat a festal company of youths, revelling under a noon¬ 
day blaze of light, from cressets and from bright 
tripods that burned fragrant woods—all joining in 
choral songs, all crowned with odorous wreaths from 
Daphne and the banks of the Orontes Them the 
evangelist heeded not, but far away upon the left, 
close upon a sheltered nook, lighted up by a solitary 
vase of iron fretwork filled with cedar boughs, and 
hoisted high upon a spear, behold there sat* a woman 
of loveliness so transcendent, that, when suddenly 
revealed, as now, out of deepest darkness, she appalled* 
men as a mockery, or a birth of the air Was she 
born of woman? Was it perhaps the angel — so ths 
evangelist argued with himself—tbat met him in the 
desert after sunset, and strengthened him by secret 
talk? The evangelist went up, an,d touched her fore¬ 
head, and when he found that she was indeed human, 
and guessed, from the station which she hkd chosen, 
that she waited for some one amongst #f) this dis&olute 
crew as her cpmpanion, he groaned heavily in spirit, 
and said, half to himself, but half to her, 1 “ Wert thou, 
poor ruined flower, adorned so divinely at thy birth— 

Grecian development, as afterwards near tke a'gfc of Aurelian, 
but it was already a noble city 
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glorified in such excess that not Solomon in all his 
pomp — no, nor even the lilies of the field — can 
approach thy gifts — only that thou shouldest grieve 
the Holy Spirit of God?” The woman trembled 
exceedingly, and said, “Rabbi, what should I do? 
For behold! all men forsake me ” The evangelist 
mused a little, ancl then secretly to himself he said, 
“Now will I search this woman's heart—whether in 
very truth it inchneth itself to God, and hath strayed 
only before fiery compulsion ” Turning therefore to 
the woman, the Prophet * said, 11 Listen I am the 
messenger of Him whom thou hast not known, of 
Him that made Lebanon and the cedars of Lebanon, 
that made the sea, and the heavens, and the host of 
the stars, that made the light, that made the dark¬ 
ness, that blew the spirit of life into the nostrils of 
nlan His messenger I am and from Him all power 
is given me to bind ffnd to loose, to build and to pull 
down • Ask, therefore, whatsoever thou wilt—great or 
jmall — and through me thou shalt receive it from 

* “ ihe Prophet" \—Thoffgh a Prophet was not therefore y and 
in virtue of that character an Evangelist, yet every Evangelist 
was necessarily in the scriptural sense a Prophet For let it be 
remembered that a Prophet did not mean a Pred icter, or 
/bnshower of fvrrtts, except derivatively and inferentially 
What was a Prophet in the uniform scriptural sense? He 
was a man, 9 who drew aside the curtain from the secret counsels 
of Heaven He declared, or made public, the previously hidden 
truths of God an§ because future events might chance to 
involve divine truth, therefore a revealer of future events might 
happen so far to be a Prophet Yet still small was that part of 
a Prophet's functthifS which concerned the foreshowing of 
events , and not necessarily any part. 
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God But, my child, ask not amiss For God is 
able out of thy own evil asking to weave snares for 
thy footing And oftentimes to the lambs whom He 
loves, He gives by seeming to refuse, gives in some 
better sense, or " (and his voice swelled into the 
power of anthems) 41 in some far happier world Now, 
therefore, my daughter, be wise on thy own bghalf, 
and say what it is that I shall ask for thee from God " 
But the daughter of Lebanon needed not his caution, 
for immediately dropping on one knee to God’s 
ambassador, whilst the full radiance from the cedar 
torch fell upon the glory of a penitential eye, she 
raised her clasped hands in supplication, and said, in 
answer to the evangelist asking for a second time what 
gift he should call down upon her from Heaven, 44 Lord, 
that thou wouldest put me back into my fiber’s house” 
And the evangelist, because he was human, dropped 
a tear as he stooped to kiss 1 her forehead, sayiiig, 
44 Daughter, thy prayer is heard in Heaven, and I till thee 
that the daylight shall not come and go for thirty time£, 
not for the thirtieth time shall the sun drop behind Leba- 

i 

non, before I will put thee hick into thy father’s house n 
Thus the lovely lady came l^to the guardianship of 
the evangelist She sought not to varnish her history, 
or to palliate her own transgressions ' In so far as 
she had offended at all, her case was that of millions 
in every generation Her father was a prince in 
Lebanon, proud, unforgiving, auste/e The wrongs 
done to his daughter by her dishonourable lover, 
because done under favour of opportunities created by 
her confidence in his integrity, her father persisted in 
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resenting as wrongs done by this injured daughter 
herself, and, refusing to her all protection, drove her, 
whilst yet confessedly innocent, into criminal com¬ 
pliances under sudden necessities of seeking daily 
bread from her own unmstructed efforts Great was 
the wrong she si^Fered both from father and lover, 
gre.'rfiwas the retribution She lost a churlish father 
and a wicked lover, she gained an apostolic guardian 
She lost a pnpcely station in Lebanon, she gained an 
early heritage in heaven For this heritage is hers 
within thirty days, if she will not defeat it herself 
And, whilst the stealthy motion of time travelled 
towards this thntieth day, behold! a burning fever 
desolated Damascus, which also laid its arrest upon 
the Daughter of I ebanon, yet gently, and so that 
hardly for an hour did it withdraw her from the 
heavenly teachings of the evangelist. And thus daily 
the doubt was strengthened—would the holy apostle 
suddenly touch her with his hand, and say, M Woman, 
be .thou whole 1 " or would he present her on the 
thirtieth djy as a pur? bride to Christ ? But perfect 
freedom belongs to Christian service, and she only 
must make the election* 

Up rose the sun on the thirtieth morning in all Ins 
pomp, but suddenly was darkened by driving storms 
Not until noon was the heavenly orb again revealed, 
then the glorious light was again unmasked, and again 
the Syrian valleys rejoiced This was the hour already 
appointed for the baptism of the new Christian daughter 
Heaven and eM(h .shed gratulation on the happy 
festival , and, when all was finished, under an awning 
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raised above the level roof of her dwelling-house, the 
regenerate daughter of Lebanon, looking over the 
rose-gardens of Damascus, with amplest prospect of 
her native hills, lay in blissful trance, making pro¬ 
clamation, by her white baptismal robes, of recovered 
innocence and of reconciliation witlj God And, when 
the sun was declining to the west, the evangelic,^ who 
had sat from noon by the bedside of his spiritual 
daughter, rose solemnly, and said, “ Lady of Lebanon, 
the day is already come, and the hour is coming, m 
which my covenant must be fulfilled with thee Wilt 
thou, therefore, being now wiser in thy thoughts, 
suffer God, thy new Father, to give by seeming to 
refuse, to give in some better sense, or m some far 
happier world P” But the Daughter of Lebanon 
sorrowed at these words, she yearned after her natiye 
hills, not for themselves, but because there it was that 
she had left that sweet twin-born sister with whom 
from infant days hand-m-hand she had wandered 
amongst the everlasting cedars And again , the 
evangelist sat down by her bedside, whilst she by 
intervals communed with nim, and by intervals slept 
gently under the oppression of her fever But, as 
evening drew nearer, and it wanted now but a brief 
space to the going down of the sun, once again, and 
with deeper solemnity, the evangelism rose to his feet, 
and said, 44 0 daughter! this is the thirtieth day, and 
the sun is drawing near to his rest, ^bnef, therefore, is 
the time within which 1 must fulfil the word that God 
spoke to thee by me.” Then, bec^vse light clouds of 
delirium were playing about her brain, he raised 
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his pastoral staff, and pointing it to her temples, re* 
buked the clouds, and bade that no more they should 
trouble her vision, or stand between her and the 
forests of Lebanon And the delirious clouds parted 
asunder, breaking away to the right and to the left 
But upon the forests of Lebanon there hung a mighty 
majsft of overshadowing vapours, bequeathed by the 
morning’s storm And a second time the evangelist 
raised his pastoral staff, and, pointing it to the gloomy 
vapours, rebuked them, and bade that no more they 
should stand between his daughter and her father’s 
house, and immediately the dark vapours broke away 
from Lebanon to the right and to the left, and the 
farewell radiance of the sun lighted up all the paths 
that ran between the everlasting cedars and her 
father's palace But vainly the lady of Lebanon 
searched every path with her eyes for memorials of 
her ^ister And tffe evangelist, pitying her sorrow* 
turned away her eyes to the clear blue sky, which the 
departing vapours had exposed And he showed her 
the peac^ which was* there And then he said, “O 
daughter I this also is but* a mask ” And immediately 
for the third time he raised his pastoral staff, and, 
pointing it to the fair blue sky, he rebuked it, and 
bade that no more it should stand between her and 
the vision of Gtxi Immediately the blue sky parted 
to the right and to the left, laying bare the infinite 
revelations that can be made visible only to dying 
eyes And the Daughter of Lebanon said to the 
evangelist, lf O*/atlaerl what armies are these that 
I see mustering within the infinite chasm?” And the 
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evangelist replied, " These are the armies of Christ, 
and they are mustering to receive some dear human 
blossom, some first-fruits of Christian faith, .that shall 
rise this night to Christ from Damascus" Suddenly, 
as thus the child of Lebanon gazed upon the mighty 
vision, she saw bending forward from the heavenly 
host, as if in gratulation to herself, the one countenance 
for which she hungered and thirsted The twin sister, 
that should have waited for her m Lebanon, had 
died of grief, and was waiting for her in Paradise 
Immediately in rapture she soared upwards from her 
couch, immediately in weakness she fell back, and 
being caught by the evangelist, she flung her arms 
around his neck, whilst he breathed into her ear his 
final whisper, “ Wilt thou now suffer that God should 
give by seeming to refuse ? ”—“ Oh yes —yes—yes v " 
was the fervent answer from the Daughter of Lebanon 
Immediately the evangelist gav6 the signal to line 
heavens, and the heavens gave the signal to the sun, 
and in one minute after the Daughter of Lebanon had 
fallen back a marble corpse amongst her white baptismal 
robes, the solar orb dropped" behind Lebanon, and the 
evangelist, with eyes glorified hje mortal and immortal 
tears, rendered thanks to God that had thus accom¬ 
plished the word which he spoke through himself to 
the Magdalen of Lebanon—that nob for the' thirtieth 
time should the sun go down behind her native hills, 
before he had put her back into her Father's house. 
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De Quincey —Page 109. 

This family, which split (or, as a grammatical purist lately 
said to me uj a tone of expostulation, splat) into three 
national divisions — English, French, and American— 
originally was Norwegian and in the year of our 
Christian era one thousand , spoke (I believe) the most 
undeniable Norse Throughout the eleventh century the 
heads of this family (in common with all the ruffians and 
martial vagabonds of Europe that had Venetian sequins 
enough disposable for such a trip) held themselves in readi¬ 
ness to join any likely leader , and did join William the 
Norman Very few indeed, or probably none, of his brigands 
Ivere Frencfimen, or native Neustrians, Normans being 
notoriously a name not derived from any French province, 
bdt imported into thaff province by trans-Baltic, and in a 
smalfer proportion by cis-Baltic, aliens This Norwegian 
% family, having assumed a territorial denomination from 
thf district or village of Quincy, in the province now called 
Norm&ndy, transplanted themselves to England where, 
and subsequently by marriage in Scotland, they ascended 
to the highest rank in both kingdoms, and held the highest 
offices open to a subject A late distinguished writer, 
Mr Moir of Musselburgh, the “Delta” of BlachwoocPs 
Magazine , tqpk the trouble (which must have been con¬ 
siderable) of tracing their aspiring movements in Scotland, 
through* a period when Normans transferred themselves 
from England to Scotland xn considerable numbers, and 
with great advantages This elaborate paper, published 
many years ago in 1BlachwoocPs Magazine , first made 
known the leading facts of their career in Scotland Mean¬ 
time in England they continued to flourish through nine or 
ten generationsVjook a distinguished part in one, at least, 
of the Crusades, and a still more perilous share in the 
Barons Wars under Henry III No family drank more 
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deeply or more frequently from the cup of treason , which 
in those days was not always a very grave offence m people 
who, having much territorial influence, had also much 
money But, happc nmg to drink once too oftenf or taking 
too long a "pull” at the cup, the Earls of Winchester 
suddenly came to grief Amongst the romances of astron¬ 
omy there is one, I believe, which has endeavoured to 
account for the little asLeroids of our system by supposing 
them fragments of some great planet that Jhad, finder 
inttrnal convulsion or external collision, at some period 
suddenly exploded In our own planet Tellus such a 
county as Yoik, under a similar catastrophe, would make 
a very pretty little asteroid And, with some miniature 
resemblance to such a case, sometimes benefiting by the 
indulgence of the crown, sometimes by legal devices, some¬ 
times by aid of matrimonial alliances, numerous descend¬ 
ants, confessedly innocent, from the guilty earl projected 
themselves by successive efforts, patiently watching their 
opportunities, from the smoking ruins of the great feudal 
house stealthily through two generations creeping out of 
their lurking holes , timidly, when the great shadows from 
the threatening throne had passed over, re-^ssuming the 
family name Concurrently with these personal fragments 
projected from the ancient house. Bet off random splintss 
and fragments from the great planetary disc of the 
Winchester estates, little asteroids that formed ample 
inheritances for the wants of this or that provincial squire, 
of this or that tame villatic squireen * 

The kingly old oak, that had been the leader of the 
forest, was thus suddenly (irf the technical language of 
wood-craft) cut down into a "pollard” This mutilation 
for ever prevented it from aspiring cloudwards by means of 
some mighty stem, such as grows upon«Norwegian hills, 
fit to be the mast of 14 some great ammiral ” Nevertheless, 
we see daily amongst the realities of nature that a tiee, after 
passing through such a process of degradation, yet mani¬ 
fests the great arrears of vindictive life lurking within it 
by throwing out a huge radiation of slehder boughs and 
miniature shoots, small but many, so that we are forced 

* This last variety of Che rustic rtgylus is of Hibernian origin, ind, u 
regards the name, was unknown to us in England *diss Edgeworth had 
extended the horizon of our social experience. Yet, without toe name. 1 
presume chat the thing must have been known occasionally even in EnglancL 
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exactly lo invert the fine words of Lucan, saying" no longer 
truncOy 7ion frondibas , ejjicit uvibram , but, on the contrary, 
non trunco sedfrondibus efficit umbram This gi eat cabbage- 
head of tins ancient human tree thre\i a biond massy 
umbrage over more villages than one, sometimes gelding 
representatives mood) and mutinous, sometimes vivacious 
and inventive, sometimes dull and lethargic, until at last, 
one fine morning, rubbing their eyes, they found them¬ 
selves actually in thesixteenth century abreast of Henry VIII 
and # flis fi#r> children Ah, what a century was that 1 
Sculptured as only Froude can sculpture those that fight 
across the chasms of eternity, grouped as only Froude can 
group<he mighty factions, acting or suffering, arraigning 
before chanceries of man, or protesting before chincenes 
of God—what vast arrays of marble gladtnlors fighting for 
truth, real or imagined, throng the arenas in each genera¬ 
tion of that and the succeeding century And now en¬ 
nobling a distinction of modern humanit), that in Pagan 
antiquity no truth as yet existed, none had been revealed, 
none emblazoned, on behalf of which man could have 
fought! As Lord Bacon remarks—though strangely, 
yideed, publishing in the very terms of this remark his 
own blindness to the causes and consequences—religious 
w*rs were unknown antiquity Personal interests, and 
thos^only, did or could furnish a subject of conflict But 
throughout the sixteenth century, whether in England, in 
•France, or in Germany, it was a spiritual interest, shadowy 
anti awial, which embattled armies against armies Simply 
the nobility of this interest it was, simply the grandeur of 
a cause moving by springs transcendent to all vulgar and 
mercenary collisions of prince with prince, or family with 
family, that arrayed Aan against man, not upon petty 
combinations of personal intrigue, but upon questions of 
everlasting dhneern—this majestic principle of the strife 
it was that constituted for the noblest minds its secret 
magnetism Eafly m the seventeenth centuiy, when it 
seemed likely that the interests of a particular family would 
be entangled witH the principles at issue, multitudes beenme 
anxious to evade the strife by retiring to the asjJuni of 
forests Amongst these was one oranch of the De 
Quinceys Envpoured of democracy, this family, laying 
aside the aristocratic De attached to their name, settled 
In New England, where they subsequently rose, through 
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long public services, to the highest moral rank — as 
measured by all possible expressions of public esteem 
that are consistent with the simplicities of the great 
republic Mr Josiah Quincy, as head of the distinguished 
family, is appealed to as one mho takes rank by age and 
large and political experience with the founders of the 
American Union Another branch of the same family 
had at a much earlier period settled in France Finally, 
the squires and squireens— i e , those^ who benefited in 
any degree by those asteroids” which I haw? explained 
as exploded from the rums of the Winchester estates— 
naturally remained m England, The last of them who 
enjoyed any relics whatever of that ancient territorial 
domain was an elder kinsman of my father I never had 
the honour of seeing him, in fact, it was impossible that 
I should have such an honour, since he died during the 
American War, which w lr had closed, although it had 
not paid its bills, some time before my birth He enacted 
the part of squireen, 1 hate been told, creditably enough in 
a village belonging either to the county of Leicester, 
Nottingham, or Rutland Sir Andrew Ague cheek observes 
as one of his sentimental remembrances, ib^i he also at 
one period of his hie had been 11 adored 1 ’ 11 1 was adoreli 
once,” says the knight, seeming to acknowledge that he 
was not adored then But the squireen was “adoreu” 
in a limited way to the last This fading representative 
of a crusading house declined gradually into the oracle 
of the bar at the Red Lion, and was adored by two persons 
at the least (not counting himself)'— viz , the landlord, and 
occasionally the waiter Mortgages had eat'en up the 
last vestiges of the old territorial wrecks, and with h>s 
death a new era commenced for* this historical family, 
which now (as if expressly to irritate its ambition) finds 
itself distributed amongst three might/ nai’ons—France, 
America, and England—and precisely those three that are 
usually regarded as the leaders of civilisation * 

• The omission of the De, aa an addition looking 1 better at a tournament than 
an in indorsement on a bill of eurhmg’e begin, aH to man\ hundreds of English 
names, full three hundred >eirsMmj tn^lish families ha> e disused this 
affix simply from indolence A«* to the terminal van itions, cy err, cry those 
belong 1 , as natural and inevitable exponents of a transitional condition to the 
unsettled spelling that characterises the early otag-o of literature ia all 
countries ajika r 
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Barbara Lewthwaitk —Pag® 277 


Already Barbara Lewthwaite had contributed to the com¬ 
position of two impressive pictures first, in her infancy, 
with her pet lamb, under the evening shadows of the 
mighty Fairfield, Secondly, in her girlhood, with the 
turbaAed Malay and the little cottage child But subse¬ 
quently, when a young woman, she entered unconsciously 
into the composition of another picture even more remem- 
berablc, suggesting great names, connected with the 
greatest of themes , the names being those of Plato, and, 
in this instance at least, of a mightier than Plato—viz , 
William Wordsworth , and the theme concerned being 
that problem which, measured by its interest to man, by 
its dependencies, by the infinite jewel staked upon the 
verdict, we should all confess to be the most solemn and 
heart-shaking that is hung out by golden chains from the 
heaven of heavens to human investigation—viz , Is the 
spirit of ma% numbered amongst things naturally perish¬ 
able? The doctrine of our own Dodwell (a most orthodox 
m^n) was that natujplly and per se it was perishable, 
hut tljat by supernatural endowment it was made immortal 
Apparently the ancient oracles of the Hebrew literature had 
•all and everywhere assumed the soul's natural mortality 
Thte single passage in Job that seemed to look in the 
counter direction has lofcg since received an interpretation 
painfully alien from such atmeamng, not tc mention that 
the same objection would apply to this passage, if read 
into a Christian sensep as applies to the ridiculous inter¬ 
polation in Josephus describing Chnst’s personal appear* 
ance—viz , Once suppose it genuine, and why were there 
not myriads of other passages in the same key ? Imagine, 
for a moment, ttoe writer so penetrated with premature 
Christian views, by what inexplicable rigour of abstinence 
had he forborneqlo meet ten thousand calls, at other turns 
of his work, for similar utterances of Chustian sentiment? 
It must not be supposed that the objections to this 
Christian interpretation of Job rest solely with German 
scholais CoIeriSge* one oi the most devout and evan¬ 
gelical amongst modern theologian*, took the same view, 
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and has expressed it with decision But Job is of slight 
importance in comparison with Moses Now Warturton, 
in his well-known argument, held not only that Moses 
did (as a fxci) assume the mortality of the soul, but that, 
as a necessity, he did so, since upon this assumption rests 
the weightiest argument for his own divine mission That 
Moses could dispense with a support which Warburton 
fancied all other legislators had needed and postulated, 
argued, in the bishop’s opinion, a vf.arious support—a 
secret and divine support This extreme vi/*w w/J( k be 
rejected, perhaps, by most people But, in the meantime, 
the very existence of such a sect as the Sadducees proves 
sufficiently that no positive affirmation of the soul’s 
immortality could have been accredited amongst the 
Hebrew nation as a Mosaic doctrine The rise of a 
counter sect, the Pharisees, occurred in later days, clearly 
under a principle of if development” applied to old tradi¬ 
tions current among the Jews It was not alleged as 
a Mosaic doctrine, but as something deducible from tradi¬ 
tions countenanced by Moses From Hebrew literature, 
therefore, no help is to be looked for on this great question 
Pagan literature first of all furnishes any response upon 
it favourable to human yearnings But, unhappily, thfc 
main argument upon which the sophist in the Phasdo 
relies is a pure scholastic conundrurfi, baseless and puenfe 
The homogeneity of human consciousness, upon Which 
is made to rest its indestructibility, is not established or 
made probable by any plausible logic If we should figure 
to ourselves some mighty angel«mounting guard upon 
human interests twenty-three centuries ago, ttfks tutelary 
spirit would have smiled derisively upon the advent and 
the departure of Plato At length, once again, after 
many centuries, was heard the clarion of immortality— 
not as of any preternatural gift, but as 4 natural preroga¬ 
tive of the human spirit Tins time the angel would 
have paused and hearkened The auguru;s for lmfnortahty 
which Wordsworth drew from indications running along 
the hne of daily human experience were tvyo. 

The first was involved in the exquisite little poem of 
IVe are Seven The authentic voice, said Wordsworth, 
which affirmed life as a necessity inalienable from man's 
consciousness was a revelation through the lips of child¬ 
hood Life in its torrent fullness—that is f life in its 
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earliestFstage—Affirmed itself, whereas the voice which 
whispe^d doubts was an adventitious and secondary 
voice consequent upon an earthly experience The child 
in this little poem is unable to admit the thought of 
death, thoilgh, in compliance with custom, she uses the 
words: 


The first that died was little Jane i 
In bed the moaning lay, 

Tdl God released her from her pain ; 

And then she went away 

The graves of .her brother and sister she is so far from 
regarding as any argument of their having died, that 
she supposes the stranger simply to doubt her statement, 
and she reiterates her assertion of their graves as lying 
in the churchyaid, in order to prove Lliat they were 
living: • 

14 Their graves are green, they may be seen," 

The little maid replied, 

™ Twelve steps or more from my mothers door, 

And they are side by side. 

\nd often after sunset, sir, 

When it is l^ht and fair, 

I take my little porringer, 

And eat my supper there 
Vfv stockings there I pften knit. 

My kerchief there I liem , 
knd there upon ftieir graves I sit— 

1 sit, and sing to tfcm ' ’ 

The other argument ftas developed In the sublime Ode 
upon the Intxmatiqns of Immortality , etc Man in hir 
infancy stood nearest (so much was matter of lact) to the 
unseen wqrld of the Infinite What voices he heard most 
frequently, murmift’ing tlnough the cells of his infantine 
brain, were echoes of the great realities which, as a 
new-born mfant,%he had just quitted Hanging upon 
his mother’s breast, he heard dim prolongations of a 
music which belonged to a life ever more and more 
receding into a ^ist^nce buried in clouds and vapours. 
Man’s orient, in fthilh lie the fountains of the dawn, 
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must be sought for in that Eden of infancy whi:h first 
received him as a traveller emerging from ai world 
now daily becoming more distant And it is a great 
argument of the divine splendour investing man's natural 
home that the heavenly lights which burnhd in his 
morning grow fainter and hunter as he 41 travels farther 
from the East ” 

The little Carnarvonshire child in We are Seven , who is 
represented as repelling the idea of deafn under an absolute 
inability to receive it, had completed her eiglu^ year,, ^ But 
this might be an ambitious exaggeration such as aspiring 
female children are generally disposed to pracuse It is 
more probable that she might be in the currency oi her eighth 
year. Naturally we must not exact from Wordsworth 
any pedantic rigour of accuracy in such a case , but 
assuredly we have a right to presume that his principle, 
if tenable at all p must apply to all children below the 
age of jive. However, I will say four In that case the 
following anecdote seems to impeach the philosophic truth 
of this doctrine. I give the nit moranduin as it was drawn 
up by myself at the time — 

My second child, but eldest daughter, li^le M-, is 

between two and three weeks less than two years old, 
and from the day of her b rth she has been unifoimly 
attended by Barbara Lewthw«ute f We are now m Vhe 
first days of June , but, about three weeks since,'conse¬ 
quently in the earlier half of M iy, some one of our 

neighbours gave to M- a little bird I am no g,reat 

ornithologist. "Ptiliaps only n tenth-rate one,’ 1 says 
some too flattering reader Qli, dear, no, noth.ng near it 
I fear, no more tln.n a 510th rater Consequently, I cannot 
ormthoJogicaJly describe or chit *ify the bird But I 
believe that it belonged to the family of finches—either 
a goldfinch, bullfinch, or at least sohietlung ending m 
inch The present was less splendid than at first it 
seemed For the bird was wounded* though 1 not in a 
way that made the wound apparent, and too sensibly 
as the evening wore away it drooped. 4 None of us knew 
what medical treatment to suggest , and ail that occurred 
was to place it with free access to bud-seed and water 

At length sunsrt arrived, winch was the signal for M-*s 

departuic to bed. She came, thcn/ior*, 1 as usual to me, 
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Ihrcw tier arms round my neck, and went through her 
ordm ii^.routine of pravei s - viz , first, tlv Lord’s Prayer, 
and finallj^The four following lines (i Roman Catholic 
bequest toJLhe children of Northern Englind) — 

Holy * Jesus, meek and mild. 

Look on me, a little child 
Pity my simplicity , 

Granr that I may come to Thee 


M- p as she was moving off to bed, whispered to me that 

I was to "mend” the bird with "yoddonum ” Having 
always, seen the taking laudanum, and for the purpose 
(as she was told) of growing better in health, reasonably 
it struck her that the little bird would improve under the 
same regimen For her satisfaction, I placed a little 
diluted laudanum near to the bird , and she then departed 
to bed, tftough with uneasy looks reverting to her sick 
little pet Occupied with some point of study, it happened 
that I sat up through the whole night and long before 
seven o’clock in the morning she had summoned Barbara 
to dress he^ and soon I heard the impatient little foot 
descending the stairs to my study I had such a Jesuitical 
bidlttin ready, by wa^of a report upon the bird’s health, 
ag my^ht not seem absolutely despairing, though not too 
dangerously sanguine And, as the morning was one of 
heavenly splendour, I propqsed that we should improve 
the? bird’s chances by talcing it out-of-doors into the little 
orchard the foot of* Fairfield—our loftiest Grasmere 
mountain Thither moved bt once Barbara Lewthwaite, 


JiUle M -myself, and the poor languishing bud By 

tlial time in M ly, in sffty far southern 
birds would be ^easing to sing , but not yri TJn^s 

dilatory peopte in Westmoreland Suddenly, 4tf ** 
stood arpund the little perch on which “the Circ^>e^d 
one thrilling sor^, louder than the arose frdirT i 

neighbouring hedge Inimedialely the bird’s ey^previdi^ly 
dull, kinnled inft momentary fire, the bird '-rose op ltrf" 
porch ^tjauggled for an instant, seemed to be^fxpafitjtn^ 

v I* Jtsu — This watt a veflfc jadipioua correction mtnodtu^rl bv 
jrdaworth OriLinally lj>e traditions line had stood*-* Orentle Jesud, rack 
i mild * But Wordskorft, offendad by the idle iteration of one idol in 
worda, frotle, meek, mild, correct^ the teat into Hofy 
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its wings, made one aspiring movement upwards, in 
doing so fell back, and in another moment wa* dead 
Too certainly and apparently all these "transitions 
symbolically interpreted themselves, and to all of us alike, 
the proof of which was that man, woman, and child 
spontaneously shed teais a weakness, perhaps, but more 
natural under the regular processional evolution of the 
scenical stages than when simply read as a narrative 
for too evident it was, to one and all of us, without needing 
to communicate by words, what vision had revealed Pself 
to all alike—to the child under two years old, not less than 
to the adults too evident it was that, on this magnificent 
May morning, there had been exhibited, as on the stage 
of a theatre—there had pasted before the eyes of us all 
—passed, and was finished—the everlasting mystery 

death I It seemed to me that little M-, by her sudden 

burst of tears, must have read this saddest of truths— 
must have felt that the bird's fate was sealed —nut leu 
clearly than Barbara or myselt 








